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Date With Destiny 


Author's Notes: 
This is my first GN'R fanfic, so any constructive criticism on how to properly write their personalities would 


be greatly appreciated, 


Axl 


"A shower AND a shave? This girl must be pretty special to you." Slash joked from his bed. | flipped him off 


over my shoulder and continued to shave. 

"She is, so I'd appreciate it if you would go somewhere else tonight" | heard Slash chuckle lightly to himself. 
"Somewhere else? How am | supposed to be your wingman when l'm somewhere else?" | rolled my eyes. 

"She likes me already. | think the time for a wingman is past, but the time for a paramedic will come if | bring 


her here and you're still in the room." The bed creaked as Slash stood up from it and strode out of the 
bedroom. | spun around and looked at him. 


"That's it? No more witty comebacks?" | asked, raising an eyebrow. Slash shrugged and lit the cigarette 


between his lips. He took a deep drag and blew out the smoke, looking somewhat zen-like. 


“All generalisations are false, including this one." He said, simply, then turned on his heel and entered Duff and 
Izzy's room. Still confused by Slash's comment, | checked my watch. There was still another I5 minutes before | 


absolutely had to leave to pick up Stephanie. 


| turned back to the mirror and resumed my pre-date ritual with a wide smile on my face. Everything was 
going great in life: | was dating a great girl, | didn't live in Indiana anymore and the band was slowly, but surely, 
climbing up the reputation ladder. 


--3 hours later-- 
Stephanie and | were having a full-on make-out session in the back of the car. 


"Care to come upstairs? There's an empty room up there, darlin’, well, there had better be." | whispered, 


placing light kisses on Stephanie's neck She moaned against my hair. 


"Yes, yes, take me upstairs." She begged. | grinned and backed away from her, opening the car door and holding 
my hand out like a gentleman She took it and daintily stepped out. | led her up the few flights of stairs to the 
apartment, hoping to hell that Slash wasn't waiting inside the bedroom with some sort of nasty surprise. | 
opened the door and breathed a sigh of relief at the empty room. 


There were things | had learned from my earlier days. A few tricks of the romance trade. As soon as 
Stephanie was fully inside, | grabbed her waist and shut the door with my foot. | slowly pulled her into my 
body and stared down into her eyes. They seemed to be begging me for something. As much as | loved staring 
into her eyes, there was one more step to the foolproof way to drive girls crazy. | let my eyes drift down to 
her lips, slowly nibbling on my bottom lip at the same time. Once the allotted time had passed, | looked back 
into her eyes and lifted my hands to the sides of her face and plunged my mouth down onto hers, forcing her 
teeth apart with my tongue. Stephanie moaned a low sound of contentment in the back of her throat. | pulled 
back slightly, just far enough to speak properly and lean our foreheads together. 


"How was that?" | whispered. 


"Oh, Axl, that was... magical." | grinned my crazy grin and leaned down to kiss her neck. | heard Stephanie take a 


deep breath and sigh contentedly. 


"God, Axl, you smell so good. | wonder if you taste as good as you smell" Taste as good as l- OW! Stephanie bit 


me hard on the side of my neck. Even if she was trying to be sexy, the moment was lost. 


"What the fuck was that for, Steph?" | screamed, trying to wiggle out of the grip she had on my shoulders 
without hurting her. 


| was right.. you do taste good" She murmured. | heard a gulping sound and froze. Stephanie had bitten 
through my skin and was gulping mouthfuls of the blood from my neck. My head was starting to get lighter, 
my knees giving out from under me. Stephanie was draining me dry. And no one would know. How could anyone 
explain a dead body just being drained of blood? Things like that only happened in stupid vampire stories. 


She'd get off scot free and make her way to her next victim, making them fall in love with her, then breaking 
their hearts as she killed them. The world was spinning and going blurry. | chuckled a little. A suitable end, | 
suppose. Just like Izzy would sometimes say, while slowly shaking his head: "Axl, one day the rock star life is 


going to kill you." If only he knew how right he'd been, 


Transformation 


Axl 


| bet you thought | was done for, didn't you? | wish. Stephanie could have finished me off. She didn't, of course. 
If she had, | wouldn't be able to keep telling the story. Logic, you know. 


When | came to, Stephanie was gone. She had put me on the bed and locked the door. Thoughtful of her, | 
suppose. It probably would have given Slash a heart attack and a half to have my body blocking the door and 
preventing him from reaching his precious JD stash. If he hadn't come back yet, he must have been mooching 


off of Duff. Or fucking Duff. Whatever. 


| rubbed my face and sat up. A sharp pain shot through my chest. Like | was slashed with a hot knife. | inhaled 
sharply. Fuck, it hurt. Another pain ran through me. A scream left my lips before | could realize it. | fell back 
on the bed and clutched at my chest. A heat was pouring through my veins. Not a good, calming heat of 
comfort. A heat like my blood had been replaced with tabasco sauce. Another shock rippled across my heart. 


It was Stephanie. She did this to me. She was turning me into a fucking vampire. A foul creature damned to 
eternally walk the night. | should probably be more specific; there are a lot of humans that fit that description 


in this town. A blood-sucking parasite in human form? No, those are lawyers. Screw it, LA is full of vampires. 


| felt another blast of heat shock my heart and a scream welling up in my lungs. | flipped myself over and 


screamed into the pillow. Just every curse word | could think of and random shrieking noises. 


Why didn't Stephanie just kill me? It would have probably hurt less. Shot me, stabbed me, anything but being 
barbequed from the inside out. | bit the pillow out of sheer frustration. God, if | ever saw that bitch again.. | 
don't even know what I'd do. She deserved the worst type of torture 5 times over. Heck, she was probably 
watching me now. Just relishing the pain coursing through my veins. Licking her fangs clean of the blood from 


my neck. 


Fangs, jeez, how the hell did | miss those? Unless they were retractable or something like that. Naw, that 
seems far-fetched, even for a vampire. | pressed my tongue to my teeth. There didn't seem to be anything 
out of the ordinary. Nothing felt longer or sharper or more deadly. 


| thought back to some of the old vampire myths | had heard My knowledge was minimal, at best. Pale night- 
dwellers who drink the blood of the living to survive. They sleep in coffins during the day and turn into bats at 
will. | suppose | had only ever seen Stephanie at night. She was pale, but then again, so was |. 


| was shaken from my rambling thoughts by my heart increasing its pace. It was beating so fast, | could 
barely tell if it was beating at all. Involuntary shrieks left my throat. My back was arched against the bed, like 
| was being pulled upwards by a string. | squeezed my eyes shut in an effort to numb the pain Futile effort, 


really. The shrieks turned into a single long scream and | heard a hollow thud from inside my chest. | no longer 


felt any need to scream; the pain was gone. 


| opened my eyes slowly, then squeezed them shut quickly. Had the lights in the room always been so bright? | 
blocked out some of the light with my hand, dimming the brightness of the room enough to open my eyes. 
Once | was used to the odd brightness, | noticed a dull ache in the back of my throat. | had felt this ache 
before, but not this extreme. That ache had been smothered with a beer. Something told me this ache 
wouldn't stop with alcohol. No point not testing the idea first, though. 


| slowly stood up from the bed and made my way over to the kitchen. | didn't feel sluggish, like | expected | 
would have after screaming and writhing around for who knows how long. | felt like myself, but enhanced, | 
suppose is a good word for it. | could feel every chip in the tile under my feet, could sense every fly buzzing 
around the room. It didn't feel like much reward for the last few hours, or days, or however long | had been 


on that bed. 


| reached into the fridge and pulled out the first alcohol | could find. A half-full bottle of Nightrain? Should do 
the trick. | put the bottle to my lips and chugged. The contents went down my throat and | felt nothing; no 


shrinking of the ache in my throat, no numbness at the back of my brain. | felt sober as a saint on Sunday. 


| glared at the empty bottle in my hand and threw it across the room, feeling a dull sense of satisfaction when 
it shattered with an ear-splitting crash. | swear, if vampires can't get drunk, Stephanie is in for a world of 


pain. | slammed the fridge shut and stalked out of the kitchen 


Blood 


Axl 


| was halfway out the door when! remembered another vampire myth: the darker or red eyes around the 
time of the biting. One could get away with many weird looks around the streets of LA, but having red irises 


might arouse suspicion. 


| went over to the bathroom and rubbed a clear spot in the grime in the mirror to try and see if | could get 
colors to be distinguishable. Leaning forward, | inspected my eyes; red. A red as clear and bright as freshly 
spilt blood. They looked cool, | guess, but still suspicion-arousing. Well, if every other myth had been true so 
far, I'd also have enhanced vision, ergo, | could wear sunglasses in the dead of night and still be able to see. 


Seemed like a reasonable assumption. 


| went back to my room and started digging through the endless mess on the floor for any pair of half-decent 
looking sunglasses. After being on the floor for so long, the first two pairs were scratched up or had bent 
frames. | was successful with the third pair | pulled out of the unending debris. Sweet, my favorite purple- 


tinged mirrored aviators survived! 


| slid them onto my face and jumped over the remaining mess to get to the door. | sprinted out of the 
apartment and out of the building as fast as | could. The smell in there was making the ache in the back of my 


throat climb to almost a pain. 


| took a deep breath, trying to focus on the issue at hand: I'm a newly-turned vampire prowling the streets of 
LA in search of blood, yet doesn't want to bite a human because that causes unnecessary hassle and more 
vampires. In my mind, this left two options: | could either raid a blood bank or find some stray animal. Raiding a 
blood bank was just cruel; I'd be killing thousands of people and | didn't even know where I'd find a blood bank. | 
shook my head and started walking. 


As | walked, searching for a victim, | started silently cursing Stephanie again. How could she live with herself? 
She was spreading death just by letting me live. Who knew how many others she had bitten. Heck, for all | 
knew, she had been biting people for centuries. My depressing thoughts were interrupted when a breeze came 


my way. 


There were people up ahead. A lot of people. So many ripe bodies, ready to drain dry. So many wet heartbeats 
pounding through the night air. My instincts got the better of me and | licked my lips, feeling sharp fangs at 
the front of my teeth. Within seconds, | could be ripping into a meal of epic proportions. | was.. excited. A cab 
suddenly whooshed by, blowing my hair all over my face and obscuring the smell. | blinked a few times and 
realized what exactly | had been considering, or even plotting. Before the smell could reach me again, | ducked 


into a nearby alley. 


| took off my sunglasses and rubbed my face, sliding down the wall until | was sitting on the grimy alley floor. 


This whole street reeked of blood, even if it was still in human bodies. | buried my face into my knees to try 
and block the scent. Shit, what was | going to do? Even in my curled-up position, | noticed a new smell cross 


my path. It smelled like blood but.. meatier? 


| looked up and saw what the smell was coming from: a really big, yet skinny dog. He was snarling at me, with 
foam dripping out the sides of his mouth. Well, if he was already going to die from hunger or animal control, 
that was probably more painful than dying from a vampire bite. In a sense, | was being merciful by leaping at 
the dog and wrestling him to the ground. He clawed and snapped at me, but | didn't let go. When my fangs 
pierced the dog's skin, he stopped resisting a little. 


The sweet life juices bloomed over my tongue, dripped down my face. | gulped down huge mouthfuls greedily. | 
felt like the metallic taste should make me feel sick, but it made me feel.. whole. The ache at the back of my 
throat dulled and stopped. | didn't. For as long as blood flowed from that dog, | drank it down. Even once the 
blood stopped flowing, | kept sucking at the two holes | had made in the dog's neck, trying to pull another few 
drops of the sweet nectar from my prey. After | had sucked out everything the body had to offer, | threw it 
aside in disgust. Disgust both at myself and that it was empty. | wiped the dripping blood from my chin and 
licked my hand clean of it. 


Looking down, my clothes were stained with drips in some places and full splotches in others. How the fuck was 
| supposed to get home without making a scene or drawing attention? Was turning into a bat an option? | 
squeezed my eyes shut and focused on bats, just thinking of flying, of bats, of bats flying, but to no avail. 
Looks like the bat myth was just that. What else was there? 


Well, supposedly, vampires had super-human agility and speed. Maybe | could use that to my advantage by 
using the rooftops. The apartment wasn't too far from the alley and the alleys between the buildings weren't 
too wide. Sure, why not? | climbed up the fire escape ladder up the side of the nearest building and hopped my 
way from rooftop to rooftop, ending up on the apartment building. 


As silently as | could, | creeped my way into our apartment on the third floor and stripped myself of my 
blood-stained clothes. 


"Rough night with Stephanie?" | heard a voice ask from the doorway. | whirled. Izzy was standing there, leaning 
against the doorway with his trademarked nonchalance. 


"Yeah." | said, trying not to make myself too obvious. Izzy raised an eyebrow. 


‘lm going to forget what | heard and saw here tonight, but if the police question me about the murder of 
Stephanie Seymour, they won't have to torture me to get me to remember." He strode out of the room 
quickly. My brow furrowed a little trying to understand the meaning of his words, then lifted as | understood. 
The screaming all night, the blood on my clothes, | suppose | do seem like a murderer. That's pretty cool. 


Deadly Mistake 


Axl 


20 days. 20 fucking days. Stephanie bit me 20 days ago, and every day it's the same thing; | go out after 


everyone is either asleep or passed out and murder some innocent animal. 

The first night, | felt little shame; it was a rabid dog, after all. Now, | just kill whatever happens to cross my 
path first. After drinking my fill, | slink back to the apartment and change into the non-stained clothes | was 
wearing before the hunt. | hate it. l'm practically a serial killer, just to keep my sanity. 

On the plus side, | don't think any of the guys think anything's amiss. Izzy's still a little wary of me, as he 
thinks | murdered Stephanie, Slash and Duff are just eye-fucking each other all the time and Steven, well, he's 
an oblivious cream puff. 

| was sprawled across my bed, notebook in hand, trying to write down anything that came to mind. | had a few 
lines of something that could maybe someday be a song written down, and was nibbling on the end of my pen, 
absent-mindedly. When the pen nudged one of my fangs, | remembered that nibbling led to biting, which led to 
being found out. | removed the pen from my mouth and started tapping on the page. The writer's block had 
been pretty bad the last few days, and everyone interrupting me all the time wasn't helping. 

"Axl?" Case in point. | sighed and looked up at Izzy, who was standing in the doorway. 

"Is this important, Izzy? I'm trying to focus." | said, gesturing to the notebook propped up on my knee. 


"Not really, just thought you should know. Slash and Duff are taking their relationship to the next level and are 
going to be rooming together." He explained. | looked back down at the nearly-empty paper. 


"About time. You'd think they'd have moved in together months ago." | assumed the conversation was over and 


directed my attention back to tapping the pen. Izzy was still standing in the door. | looked back up. 


"Is there anything else?" Izzy looked thoughtful for a moment, opened his mouth, then closed it, as if he was 
second-guessing what he was going to say. 


"Well, we're going to switch around Slash's and my beds, which involves noise. You'll probably want to not be 


here." He shrugged. | raised an eyebrow. 
"Aren't your beds the same? Why move them?" | asked. Izzy sighed. 
"Slash is against it for some stupid reason" He said, rolling his eyes. 


‘Its not stupid!" Slash yelled from the other room. "I've spent years perfecting the butt imprint in that 


mattress. l'm not letting it go to wastel" | squeezed my eyes shut and pinched the bridge of my nose. 


"Can you at least wait until tomorrow? l'm kind of on a roll here." | protested. Izzy groaned and turned to leave. 
| looked back down at my notebook and scribbled a random sentence down. | was fully immersed in the words 


on the page, and jumped when Izzy stormed back in and slammed the door. 


"Where the fuck do you go every night?" He growled. | was taken aback at Izzy's sudden burst of rage, but 


only momentarily. 
"What the fuck are you talking about?" | snarled back. 


"You. Every night, you go somewhere and come back from the roof. Where do you go?" Shit. He knew about 
the blood on my clothes and that | went somewhere every night. Once he knew what | did, he'd have every 
piece of the fucking puzzle. 


"Rooftop walks. Its quieter and there's a better view of the city." | said, trying to sound convincing. 
"Bull" Izzy declared. 


"Why do you even fucking care what | do? What fucking business is it of yours that | do something every 
night?" | said, getting off the bed and using my best ‘scary’ voice. | had to get him out of here soon, the ache 
was starting to build at the back of my throat. | could usually ignore it for a few hours, but with Izzy so 


close to me... 


‘Its my business because | found blood-stained clothes on the roof. Your clothes. If you go to jail, you're going 
to drag the whole band down with you." Izzy said, quietly. | glared at him and tried to get out of the room. The 
ache hadn't been this bad since the very first night. He sidestepped, blocking my exit. 


"Get the fuck out of my way, Stradlin" | snarled. Izzy shook his head, stubbornly. 


"Axl, | need to know." Without thinking, | reared my fist back and clocked him solidly in the mouth. Izzy's head 
snapped back and the scent of blood filled the air. 


"YOU FUCKER!" He screamed, holding his busted lip. The blood was dripping from it onto his hand. The ache in 
my throat magnified tenfold | could feel my eyes turning red. This blood was different than anything else | had 
smelled. It probably tasted sweeter. My tongue darted out and flicked at my lip. He was mine.. mine for the 
taking. 


| sprang from my spot on the floor and tackled my meal to the ground. It was making random, rage-filled 
noises as | covered its mouth with my hand. | smiled greedily at my meal and plunged my fangs into its neck, 
penetrating the weak flesh that kept the blood from me. My meal was thrashing and fighting against me, but 
couldn't escape. | nearly moaned in ecstasy when the sweet blood touched my lips, caressed my tongue in its 
delights. | swallowed huge mouthfuls of the sweet nectar from my prey. My meal wasn't thrashing as much as 


it had been in the beginning, wasn't making much noise, either. | removed my hand from its mouth and used it 


to steady myself on the floor, so | could get a better angle. 


| heard a small voice whisper from underneath me: "Axl". My meal had spoken, then was still. No, not my meal; 
this was Izzy! Izzy, who had let me into his house whenever | was kicked out of mine. Izzy, who led me to LA. 

to be a rock star. Izzy, who was my best friend! And | had bitten him, maybe killed him, but definitely turned 

him into a monster, like me. Everything | had cursed Stephanie for repeatedly, | had just done to Izzy. 


| stood up, wiping the blood from my mouth, shock plastered across my face. Izzy wasn't moving, and his eyes 


were closed. 


‘lm sorry, lzzy. Oh my God, I'm so sorry." | whimpered, backing away. 


The Musings OF An Oblivious Cream Puff 


Author's Notes: 
It is entirely possible the next chapter won't be up for a few days. If that is the case, everyone keep your 
pants on, it'll be up by Saturday at the latest. 


| promise. 


CHAPTER 5: 
Steven 
"Pass that stuff over here." Slash slurred, gesturing for the bottle of whiskey in my hand. | shook my head 


and cuddled my precious to my chest. 


"You've got your own, man. | saw you hiding it in your closet" | said, grinning at him evilly. Slash glared at me 


from underneath his hair before Duff wrapped an arm around him. 

‘Its true, baby. You put it in there last Tuesday." Slash groaned and stood up from the bed where he was 
cuddled around Duff. "Y'know, | don’ even know why | bother to hide em from you guys, you always know 
anyway." | took a swig from the bottle in my hand and smiled at him sweetly. 

"Not our fault you mutter to yourself after we saw you enter a room with three bottles." Slash left the 
room without acknowledging me and made his way to the newly named ‘Axl and Izzy's room’, a delicate sway in 
his walk. He was nearing the ‘pass-out level of drunk and most likely didn't need another drink before he did 
pass out. But if Slash wanted that drink, he was going to get it. He's got an undeniable puppy face that he uses 
on us in cases of emergency. 

Slash pounded on the door at the end of the hallway. "Let me in, man, | need my Jack!" He yelled at the door. 
"Slash?" Duff said, lying down on his bed. 

"What, Duff?" Slash yelled back. 


"Wrong door, baby." | heard a door opening and mumbling from Slash. He must have realized that he was 


demanding whiskey from the linen closet. There were a few heavy footsteps and the door-pounding resumed. 
"Go away, Slash!" Axl yelled from inside the room. "C'mon, man, let me get my Jack." Slash protested. 
"You don't have any Jack in here." Axl yelled back. 


"Yeah, | do, man, | put three bottles in there on Tuesday. Lemme inl" Slash shot back. 


"You drank those already." 
"Did not, | put them there for emergencies. | haven't had an emergency since Tuesday." 
"| did. They're not here anymore." 


"He's got you there, Slashy!" Duff laughed. Slash stormed back into the room and flopped onto the bed next to 
Duff. Duff wrapped his arm around his lover and pulled him close. Slash's scowl broke into a loving smile and 

pressed his lips onto Duff's. Duff lowered his vodka to the ground and practically pounced onto Slash, the two 
of them making random sex noises and just having a full-on make-out session | put my bottle to my lips and 


emptied the contents. 
"Jeez, you two, get a room." | said, wrinkling my nose. Duff looked up at me. 


"We did; you're in it" He pointed out, then returned kissing Slash. Well, if the two of them were going to have 
drunken sex and Axl and Izzy were holed up in their room, | guess the only logical thing for me to do would be 
to let these two lovebirds do their thing, go back to my room and see if | had a few emergency bottles of my 
own stored away, so thats what | did. All my usual hiding spots turned out empty, so | decided to do 
something | hadn't done in a while: actually get ready for bed without passing out. While | was doing all the 
mundane tasks | hated as a kid, | found some sort of happy familiarity in brushing my teeth, taking a shower 
and putting on my pjs. Once under the somewhat scratchy covers on my bed, | found my thoughts drifting to 
Axl and Izzy. 


The two of them had been best friends back when they were kids. For the longest time, | thought they were 
dating, given the constant goo-goo eyes Izzy was making at Axl. About a year later, give or take a month, | 
found out that Izzy had asked Axl out, but Axl had rejected him, or so the story goes. Izzy was still in love 
with Axl, but Axl's straight and just doesn't notice Izzy's attempts to try and get him to fall in love. | can see 
how it would suck, being rejected by your best friend The one time | tried to help Izzy out of his infatuation 
with Axl, | got the same type of death glare that a paroled murderer would get. As much as Izzy loves him, 
Axl is the only one who can get Izzy into an incoherent, psychotic rage. None of us ever butt in when they're 
yelling at each other, just hoping they'll just make out and get together, or at least get to an understanding. 
For the good of the band. 


| nearly jumped out of my skin when | heard a blood-curdling screech from the room beside mine. It had been 
pretty silent for a while, nothing since Izzy screamed at Axl almost five hours ago. | threw the covers off my 
bed and pressed my ear to the wall, hoping for any clue as to who the screech belonged to. Axl sometimes 
screamed randomly to himself, mostly out of writer's block frustration. The only time | had ever heard Izzy 
scream was when his guitar hadn't been properly plugged into the amp and had shocked him pretty badly. 
There was another screech from the room next door. | listened closely. This really didn't sound like Axl. His 


screaming was higher pitched, more of a shriek. This one wasn't a shriek, not by any measure. 


| heard the door to my room open and spun. Duff popped his head in 


"You know what's going on in there?" He asked, a clearly worried look on his face. | shook my head. 
"Maybe Axl's finally finishing him off" Duff joined me in putting an ear to the wall. 


"Well, we'd have heard if he shot him. He wouldn't still be screaming if he was stabbing him. How else could Axl 
kill him?" Duff mused. | shrugged. 


"Maybe we can't come up with a logical answer because something illogical is happening in there." | said, half to 


myself. Duff's face turned thoughtful, 


"That is probably one of the smartest things you've ever said, Popcorn" | beamed at his somewhat- 


backhanded compliment. 


"Let's just leave the two of them alone and bug them about it when they come out.” Duff reasoned. | nodded 
and turned to crawl back into bed. As | closed my eyes, the curiosity still gnawed at my brain. Screaming for 


no reason was normal for Axl, but not Izzy, never Izzy. Something didn't add up. 


Guilt 


If | could give Slash one piece of advice that he'd actually take seriously; itd be to never hide your whiskey 
while drunk. | had been in the room on Tuesday, when he thundered in with three bottles in his arms. He stuck 
one in each of the sleeves of my jacket in the closet and meandered out, still holding one. | knew having been in 


the room would have been handy one day. Turns out that Today was the day. 


| pressed the bottle of Jack to my lips and sipped. | was completely disregarding the fact that vampires can't 
get drunk and was just hoping that eventually it would happen. 


| was sitting by the side of the bed, making my way through Slash's second bottle of Jack. | had sort of tidied 
up the area around the bed where Izzy's blood still was. I'd have to clean it up at some point, but now just 


didn't seem like the right time. 


Izzy was still unconscious from the loss of blood That's the one point of being a vampire that | found logical; 
being unconscious for the first part of the transformation. Block out some of the pain, at least. But it had 
already been five hours. There wasn't going to be many more hours of night. He'd have to wait to go out and 
hunt. | shuddered at the thought. Keeping a newborn's blood thirst at bay for an entire day? Izzy would 
probably go nuts and kill everyone in the apartment, myself excluded. Well, he probably wouldn't go nuts, that's 
just not Izzy. He'd probably do it in a polite way instead of in the animalistic way | devoured him. That's wasn't 
a pleasant memory, and Izzy would probably hate me for it. If he wasn't so in love with me, he'd probably 


already hate me. | know the other guys would if they knew me for as long as Izzy. I'm not an easy person to 


like. 


| took another drink and watched Izzy on the bed. He was motionless, but he seemed pained, like | was still 
drinking from his neck | leaned forward and brushed a lock of blood-matted hair out of his face. As soon as 
my fingers left his skin, his eyes snapped open and his grimace of pain deepened. 


| thought back to my own transformation and what | had wanted to be there. | reached for Izzy's hand and 
just held it. He squeezed it hard enough for his knuckles to turn white. | didn't feel anything. 


"Izzy." | whispered. He turned to me, with a look of a kicked puppy. | hated that face, and the fact that | was 
the one to have not only kicked the puppy, but was turning it into a monster. Poor puppy. 


"Axl, it hurts. It fucking hurts.” He moaned. 


"I know it hurts, Izzy, but you have to power through it. You have to beat the pain. You can do it, | know you 
can" Izzy turned away from me and curled into the fetal position. The hand that wasn't practically welded to 
mine clutched at his chest. 


"That won't help." | said, sadly. 
"Well, what does help?" he snarled at me. 


"Screaming. Screaming helps." | declared. It wasn't a lie, either. Screaming helped you take your mind off the 
pain. Izzy accepted my statement as fact and let loose a mighty screech. | don't know what | had been 


expecting as a scream from Izzy, but it wasn't that. 


"You're right. Screaming does help." Izzy muttered, a ghost of a smirk on his face. The smirk vanished as 
suddenly as it appeared and Izzy screamed again. | heard voices from the other side of the wall. They sounded 


somewhat like Duff and Steven, but far more sober than | expected them to be by this point. 


| motioned wordlessly to Izzy towards the wall He understood and listened closely. We could only catch bits and 
pieces of what they were saying. 


"Wouldn't still be screaming if he was stabbing him. How else could Axl kill him?" That was Duff. 
"Maybe we can't come up with a logical answer because something illogical is happening in there." Steven. 


"That is probably one of the smartest things you've ever said, Popcorn. Let's just leave the two of them alone 
and bug them about it when they come out." Duff again. Izzy and | looked at each other and burst out laughing. 


The two of them weren't wrong, not even Steven. 


Izzy's laughter was cut short by another screech of pain. | could hear his heart racing. The screeches were 
merging together into one huge cry of pure pain and anguish. Guilt stung my soul. | tried to offer any sort of 


comfort. 


"Shh, Izzy, it's almost over." Then, the thud of his dead heart beating its last. His screams stopped. | let go off 
his hand and leaned back in my chair. Izzy sat up and rubbed his face. 


"How do you feel?" | asked softly, looking over Izzy's new body. He was most definitely a shade or two paler. He 
yawned and | caught a glimpse of two fangs poking out of his mouth. During this inspection, | just hoped he 
would never open his eyes. That was the final proof of what | had done, the final mark of him becoming a 
monster; his hazel eyes overtaken by the red irises of bloodlust. Unfortunately, my bad karma was having a 


field day and Izzy opened his eyes. 
They were glowing red. As bright a red as the blood | had drunk only hours earlier. 


"| feel.. well, better than | did for the last few hours." The pang of guilt struck me again. | put the nearly- 
empty bottle of Jack to my lips and took another drink 


"Hand me that." Izzy demanded. "I'm thirsty." | shook my head sadly. 


"You're not thirsty for this." 


Things Said That Everyone Meant 


lzzy 
"You're not thirsty for this." Axl said, shaking his head, almost sadly. | raised an eyebrow at him. 
"What are you talking about?" | asked, glaring. Axl sighed and drank down the last contents of the bottle. 


"Izzy, | have to tell you something really important. You're not going to like what | have to say, but just let me 
finish, then you can yell at me." | nodded my permission for him to continue. Something seemed.. off about Axl. 


He looked so incredibly remorseful, more so than | had ever seen him. It was kind of unnerving, to be honest. 


‘Izzy, the pain you've been going through for the last few hours, it was my fault. | did it to you." Axls voice 
caught in his throat. | half expected him to break down, but his face was stone cold. 


"20 days ago, Stephanie bit me the same way | bit you. That pain you felt.. was your body transforming into a 
vampire. God, Izzy, I'm so fucking sorry." Axl broke down and covered his face with his palms. My jaw dropped. 


Well.. that was some kind of plot twist. 
"Why?" 
Axl looked up. "What?" 


"Why did you bite me?" | asked, narrowing my eyes at him. He might be sorry, but that didn't mean | wasn't 
absolutely livid People can't always decipher my fury from calm. | was hoping now would be one of those 


times. 


"About once a day, this thirst starts to grow in the back of my throat. My eyes turn red when the thirst 
starts to build, so | have to be careful not to be seen by anyone. | wait until | think everyone's asleep or 
passed out, then | go out and drink the blood of some animal. The thirst goes away, my eyes go back to 
normal, and | forget l'm a murderer for another day. You just happened to not let me leave when | was already 
thirsty. Then, your lip started bleeding and | just couldn't hold myself back anymore." Axl slowly explained, 


never looking me in the face. 
"Why won't you look at me?" | asked, trying to keep my voice steady. 


"I can see the bloodlust in your eyes. | can't stand seeing what I've done." Axl said, pitifully. That was it. | 
snapped. 


| punched Axl in the nose as hard as | fucking could His head snapped back and his hand flew to his face. 


"YOU SONOFABITCHI" Axl screamed, standing up. 


"Before you say another damn word, keep in mind that you've turned me into a monster cursed to walk the 
night for eternity. | think you fucking owe me" | snarled, standing up. 


"I said | was sorry! What more can | do?" Axl protested, from behind his hand. That- that was a fair question 
What could Axl do? It had only been a momentary lapse of will. It was exactly like every time | shot up. The 
feeling of weakness afterwards, being yelled at by those closest to you for something you couldn't possibly 
restrain yourself from. | always wondered why people yelled at me when | was quite obviously regretting what 
| had done. Now, | knew. Well, this was a little different. | mean, when | shoot up, Axl's not being turned into a 


vampire. 
"Tell me, Izzy. Tell me what | can do to rectify what I've done." Axl repeated, his voice softening. 


"There's nothing you can do. You'll just have to live with the fact that somewhere deep inside me, I'll always 


resent you for it. Always. And there's nothing you can do about it" | spat. 


"You say that like you think | was fully aware of myself the entire time. You think | asked to be this way? | 


was bitten by a stupid whore." Axl growled, narrowing his eyes. 


"And | was bitten by you." | said, quietly. In cases like this, a sudden quiet and hurttully true statement makes 
the most sting. Axl deserved sting. Hell, he deserved another punch to the face, but I'm a bigger person than 
that. | pushed past his skinny little frame and stalked out of the room. 


There was a time in my life where | would have given absolutely anything, everything, for Axl to be stuck with 
me for eternity. When | had those thoughts, I'm not sure | would have included my life as a human as part of 
that list. That is the only thing that truly belongs to the person He had no right to take it from me. 

Duff appeared in the hallway in front of me. 


"Izz, what was all that yelling about? Are you okay?" He asked, quite obviously concerned. | avoided looking at 
him. If what Axl said about my eyes was true, Duff would know something was amiss quickly. 


"Ask Axl" | said, in a voice that was most likely far too harsh. | wound around him and left the apartment. | 


needed some air. 


Axl's Secret 


Author's Notes: 
Short chapter, | know. As an apology, the next one is going to be much longer. ;) 


Duff 


"Ask Axl." Izzy spat. He ran around me and | heard the apartment door slam shut. | sighed. In such a mood, 
Izzy was going to go out there and do something he'll regret later. With all the yelling | just heard, he must be 
pissed. Like, Axl-pissed, which was the highest level of incoherent psychotic rage. Not easily attainable. 


| was about to open the door to Izzy and Axl's room, but hesitated when | heard sobbing sounds from inside. 
Going inside could be a good idea, or a really, really, really bad one. If it were anyone but Axl Rose, I'd go in in a 
heartbeat and not leave until they weren't upset. But it was Axl, and | happened to like my arms where they 
were; attached to my body. There was no promise of that being the case once | entered the room. 

| took a deep breath and knocked. 

"Who is it?" Axl asked, softly. 

Its Duff. Axl, man, | just want to talk to you." | said, leaning up against the door. 


"What is there to talk about?" The same dejected voice asked me. 


| need to talk to you about Izzy." | said, hoping this wouldn't strike a bad chord in Axl's brain. The doorknob 
turned slightly and the door opened, revealing Axl, eyes puffy, but not red. If | hadn't heard the heartbreaking 
sobs, | would've thought he just had really bad allergies. There was nothing else showing that he had been 
crying. | avoided his gaze and sat on the bed. 


"I can tell the two of you had some sort of.. argument. Is there anything | can help with?" | asked. Axl shut 
the door and sat on the chair opposite the bed, shaking his head. 


| swallowed. Should | tell Axl | know his secret? Is now too soon? He might get upset if | bring it up, but | can't 


help him if | don't. Well, nothing can make him more upset than he is now. 


“Axl... | know what you've been trying to hide. You can talk to me about it” | said, gently. Axl looked up at me, 


pure fear in his eyes. 


"How did you find out? | didn't think anyone found out" He whimpered. | looked at him pitifully. 


"Axl, you weren't that discreet about it" | said, calmly. Axl's face crumpled and he bent over in the chair, 
palms over his face. | scratched my head, a little uncomfortable. | very rarely saw Axl cry, and when | did, | 
was violently shoved out of the room or yelled at. It was like he didn't care anymore. 


"IFs okay, man. | dont care. Why would I? I'm the same as you are." | muttered, choosing my words carefully. 
Axl's face shot up and he stared at me in complete and utter disbelief. Shit, no, that wasn't the right way To 
put it. He was still sensitive about the subject. 


| mean, even Steven's noticed the way you look at Izzy. Why don't you just ask him out yet? You know he still 
loves you. | think the two of you would be adorable together." | gushed. 


"What the fuck are you talking about?" Axl asked, raising his eyebrow at me. 
"You and Izzy. You two were meant to be together. | don't know what your fight was about, but the two of 
you need to get past this minor spat and just make out or something." | exclaimed, gesturing dramatically. Axl's 


face softened. 


"I think you might be right, Duff. I'm going to make things right between us." He said, standing up. | smiled at 


him. 


"Go get him, tiger." | said, backing out of the room. As soon as the door was closed, | sighed. | had fucking 
chickened out in there. That wasn't what | had been planning to say to Axl. Not at all, and | think he knew. 


In An LA Alley 


Author's Notes: 
| was in a writing mood today, so here's another chapter; longer, as promised. 


| zzy 


| stalked out of the apartment building, and pulled a pack of cigarettes out of my jacket pocket. My hand was 
shaking as | placed one between my lips. | needed to calm down before | did something | regretted. | inhaled the 
sweet, burning smoke and held it in my lungs, waiting for the rush of nicotine. It never came. | blew out the 


smoke into the night air, feeling completely disappointed. What the hell was | supposed to do to numb out life? 


| dropped the cigarette and crushed it under the heel of my shoe. The ashes stuck to my shoe and scattered 
around the sidewalk as | slinked into a nearby alley. For some reason, | had and always will like the alleys of LA 
There was something deliciously dangerous about them. They always smelled interesting and full of character. | 
took a deep sniff. Cigarette smoke, as always, with a little pot and some cologne. Kind of like Axl back in our 
high school days. | closed my eyes and breathed in the alley air, recalling one of the times we snuck off 
together... 


We were on top of the hill in the back of Old Man Deslorrs corn fields. Axl's stepfather had told him to come 
right home after school, so we of course sneaked back to my house, picked up a bag of joints | had stored 
away and snuck back out to the hill. We went to the hill quite often, usually just to hide out from everyone 


looking for us. We could stay for a long time, sometimes hours into the night. 


That night, we were just bullshitting and smoking pot. It was near dark when | made a fairly large mistake. 


Axl picked up his third joint of the night and | placed the flame in front of his hand. | bit my lip and watched 
his silhouette in the sunset. He put the joint to his lips and inhaled. Most of my instincts told me to grab his 
strong jawline and kiss him until he was blue, tangle my fingers in his copper hair. The copper hair that was 
dangling past his shoulders as he tilted his head back and blew out the smoke. 


Axl turned to me and set his joint on the ground My breath caught in my throat seeing his pot-induced 
crazed smile. | quickly turned away and took another hit on my joint. 


‘Izzy, is something bugging you?" Axl asked, putting his hand over mine. My heart stopped, as well as my 
common sense. | leaned towards Axl and pressed my lips onto his. God, he tasted good. Exactly how | imagined 
Axl to taste. Everything | had ever imagined about this moment paled in comparison to how absolutely 


spectacular it actually was. | heard a squeaking noise coming from his throat and a palm on my chest. 


‘Izzy, get off." Axl muttered. | pulled away and felt my face heat up. 


"l'm sorry, Axl" | whispered. Out of the corner of my eye, | spotted Axl licking his lips. Was it just wishful 
thinking that he had almost enjoyed it? 


"l'm just gonna.. go." Axl said, standing up. | nodded, swallowing. The sun had just about set when | noticed the 
tears that had started to drop down my face. | had just ruined the only chance at a relationship | had with the 
love of my life. Hell, | probably ruined my friendship with him, too. I'd be lucky if he ever spoke to me again 


| thanked every deity | had ever heard of when Axl told me he understood why | had done it. We were both 
stoned out of our gourds when | had kissed him. He thought | hadn't meant anything by it. | never bothered to 


correct him. No good could come of it. 
Suddenly, my daydream was rudely interrupted by someone joining me in the alley. 


"You. Give me your money.” A voice behind me said. | turned around and looked at the hooded guy with a blade 


pointed at me. 


"Dude, l'm hanging out in an alley in LA, do you really think | have any money?" | asked the guy, raising an 


eyebrow. 
"Shut the fuck up. If you don't have any money, give me your coat" The guy snarled. 
| happen to like this coat" | said, looking down at my coat. 


"Well, | happen to fucking like it, too. Give it, or your guts are going to be all over this alley." | noticed an ache 
in the back of my throat. This guy was getting too close for comfort. 


"Did you hear me, fag? Give me the fucking coat." He whispered, pressing the blade to my throat. | swallowed. | 
liked this coat and this moron wasn't getting it. | grabbed the blade and wrenched it away from my neck, 
snarling. The knife flew out of the guy's hand and slid down the alley. 


The ache in my throat was crescendoing to a nearly unbearable throbbing. The guy's heart started beating 
faster. Was this a vampire thing? Hearing heartbeats and smelling blood? And the ache in my throat, another 
vampire thing? Sounded somewhat likely. | licked my lips. Well, if | needed to drink blood, this scum bucket was a 
good place to start. | grabbed his shoulders and shoved him against the alley wall 


"A word to the wise," | whispered, putting my mouth next to his ear. 


"Never try to mug someone who can kill you with their bare hands." | grinned at his terrified face and sank 
my fangs into his neck. The guy squealed and writhed against my grip. As soon as | felt the blood start to leak 
into my mouth, | pulled back and looked in the guy's eyes. | rubbed my finger along my fangs and pulled it out 
of my mouth. 


"See this?" | asked, waving my blood-covered finger in front of his face. 


"This is your blood. | happen to like the taste of it, so I'm going to take it. That doesn't seem fair, does it? It 
almost seems like I'm ripping you off, doesn't it? Too bad. You should have thought of that before you mugged 
a vampire." | snarled. | leaned back on the guy's neck and started sucking down his blood as fast as | could. It 
was an interesting taste, like nothing | had ever experienced before. It didn't taste absolutely fabulous, but it 


felt like ecstasy on my tongue. 


| moaned, despite myself. | gulped down mouthful after mouthful of the beautiful drug. Was that my reward 
for being immune to nicotine? A new drug? | removed my fangs from the holes in the guy's neck and made 


two more bite marks right below. More holes meant quicker blood flow, unless my reasoning was off. 


The guy's weight was seemingly heavier than when | had first bit him. He was almost finished, | could tell. | 
sucked hard at the holes, but nothing came. He was gone. | dropped the body at my feet and wiped the blood 
off my face. | smiled At what, | couldn't tell. | had just killed a man with my bare hands, that didn't seem quite 
like a reason to smile. On the bright side, the ache at the back of my throat was gone. 


| sat down in the alley, just to enjoy the various noises and scents. It was my own type of fucked-up 
meditation. As | sat, my thoughts vaguely wandered to what Axl had done on his first time drinking blood. He 
was probably feeling a lot guiltier than | just had. | was enjoying being a vampire too damn much. It was 


creeping me out. 


Forgotten Groceries 


Author's Notes: 
As | wrote this, | realized that writing in the mindset of a drunken Slash is actually really hard. I've never 
gotten drunk, so | can't write from experience. If anyone has any helpful hints on how to write it properly, that 


would be excellent. 


Slash 
Duff re-entered the room looking distraught. | pushed myself up onto my knees with minor difficulty. 


"How'd it go?" | asked, fighting to keep my balance. | was honestly surprised | hadn't passed out yet; | had drunk 
more than enough to pass out. Duff quietly shut the door and leaped onto the bed, landing right beneath me. 


"Couldn't have gone too badly. | mean, | left the room without being maimed, so that must count for 
something." He said, grinning. | grinned back There was something infectious about Duff's smile. It just lit up the 
entire room. Only one of the countless reasons | loved him. | flopped back down from my knees and landed in 


the little nook under his arm. 

"So, what was all the yelling about?" | asked, looking up at him. 

"It was just a." Duff waved his hand in the air, as if he was trying to conjure the words he was looking for. | 
could almost see the light bulb turn on above his head. ".. a lovers‘ quarrel. That's what they call them, right?" 


| propped myself up on an elbow and slowly raised an eyebrow. 


"Don't they have to be lovers to have a lovers’ quarrel? Or is there a piece of the puzzle that fell on the 
floor?" | asked. 


"A pre-lovers' quarrel, then? The two of them haven't gotten together yet because Axl is just too damn.” 
Duff's train of thought ran off the rail again It happened a lot when he was drunk And sometimes when he 
wasn't. But it happened most when he was in an indistinguishable limbo between drunk and sober. Sometimes | 


could help him regain his train of thought. Like now. 


"Axl?" | offered. "Axl is just too much himself." Duff snapped his fingers at me like | had just discovered the 


solution to cold fusion. 
"Exactly!" He exclaimed. "You are a fucking genius!" | laughed at his praise. 


"No, I'm just drunk!" | said, causing the two of us to dissolve into giggles. Duff managed to stop before | did. 


"Baby, it's getting late, we should probably turn in soon" He said, glancing at the Mickey Mouse clock hanging on 
the wall. 


‘Oh, no." | warned. "You already left to go check on Axl, you're not bailing out on me again!" | jumped out of my 


cozy little Duff-nook and started showing my lover's face with kisses. 


"If you're going to keep me awake this way, you're going to have to do it properly." Duff whispered. | backed 
away slightly and pouted. He was ruining all my fun. Well, | could try Duff's version of fun too, | suppose. | 
lifted a hand from the bed and pushed a lock of hair out of his face with my thumb as delicately as | could. 
He always liked the slow and delicate make-out sessions. | lowered my lips onto his, as tenderly as | could with 
the shitload of alcohol in my system. | kissed him long and slow, digging for the sweet spot that always made 
him moan deep in his throat. | lowered my mouth a tad and started sucking on his bottom lip. 


"Slash, get off, baby, | forgot | had to do something." He muttered into my mouth. | backed off slightly, just 
enough so that he could talk properly. 


"What'd you forget?" | whispered. 


"Groceries. | know | was supposed to get them hours ago, but we were just having so much fun" He protested, 
a fearful look in his eyes. Something wasn't right here. | had seen Duff scared before, like when we did it for 
the first time; but this look of complete and absolute terror only crossed his face when he had forgotten 
something late at night, like groceries or picking up the cigarettes he had promised me. 


"Duff, what's the matter? You look like you've seen a ghost" | said, staying perched above my boyfriend, 


making escape impossible. 


"l'm just worried that's what I'll be if Axl wakes up after his fight with Izzy and can't even get breakfast." He 
laughed. It was an uneasy laugh, a fake laugh. Something was definitely up. | stared down into his eyes, trying to 


figure out what he was so scared of. As | stared, | could've sworn they were gradually turning.. red? 


"Baby, are you okay? Your eyes are turning red" | whispered, slowly backing off of my position above him. 
Duff licked his lips. 


‘lm fine. Just.. just fine." | stepped off the bed, my foot landing directly on the empty bottle | had placed there 
earlier that night. The glass shattered under the weight and shards scattered across the floor, as well as 
buried themselves in my bare foot. 


“SunofaBlTCH!" | yelled at the glass. | gingerly lifted my foot up and inspected the damage. There were a few big 
shards that had dug their way deep into the sole of my foot as well as crumbs of glass scattered across the 
bleeding gash. Was this need for an emergency room. God, | hoped not; we didn't have the money to pay for 
that. 


"Duff, can you get these out? It really fucking hurts." | whimpered, using my puppy face on him. My breath 


stopped in my throat when | saw his eyes- they were solidly red, as if he had been born with them. His jaw 
was hanging open and he licked his lips. My eyes widened when | caught a glimpse of something that looked like.. 


a fang? | backed away from him, slowly. He was freaking me out. 


"Duff, quit it. Cut it the fuck out" | said, nervously. His lips turned up in what | can only describe as an 
overjoyed snarl. | leaned forward and slapped him in the face as hard as | could. The slap cleared his face of 
the overjoyed snarl immediately and replaced it with shock. His hand slowly lifted to the spot on his cheek 
where | had slapped him and rubbed it. 


"Slash?" He whispered. "No, l.. What is wrong with me?!" Duff leaped off the bed and ran out of the apartment. 
| was left sitting there, my foot bleeding and silent tears dripping down my cheeks. 


"Duff... what are you?" 


lzzy And The Depths Of His Mind 


| shuffled down the streets of LA with thumbs jammed in my pocket and my hair blowing around my face. | 
could smell the blood of the people in the crowded street, but felt no need to go and devour them mercilessly. 


None of them smelled as sweet as Izzy had. 


| sighed at the memory and kept up my brisk pace. Every alley | had checked out so far had only been 
populated by cats and junkies, but no cat-like junkie named Izzy. He was in an alley, | was sure of it. Izzy had 
always had a weird love of the grungy alleys here. Personally, | would rather spend the least amount of time 
possible in alleys. He was just.. eccentric like that. 


| ducked into the seventh alley of the night and gazed down the narrow passageway. Something smelled off 
about this alley; there was a far heavier stench of blood. Had Izzy been here? Was he the cause of it? 
Probably. He was a newly-turned vampire with no experience of restraining himself from bloodlust. There was 


movement in the back of the alley. Somewhat lzzy-type movement. 
"Axl?" A voice asked from deep inside. 

"Izzy?" | asked back 

"What are you doing here?" He asked, as an answer to my question 


"Looking for you. There are some things you have to know about your new life; for your sake and for the sake 


of everyone close to you." | said, getting closer to him. Izzy chuckled. 


"You're a little late for that" | got close enough to him to make out the features on his face, then stood back 
in shock. His eyes weren't red. He had already drank blood. 


‘Izzy, your eyes.. they're not red" | stuttered. Izzy grinned evilly. 
"They shouldn't be. I'm not thirsty." My mouth dropped open 


"How the hell are you not freaking out? It took me 20 days to possibly wrap my head around this nightmare. 
You were bitten not even a day ago, and you're already taking it in stride. How?" | blurted out, totally baffled 


by his lack of confusion Izzy's smile slowly faded and his resting face took its place. 


"You may have noticed that I'm quieter than the other guys. | just like to disappear into my fantastical and 
supernatural thoughts whenever | don't have to be talking. | guess all the time | spend in my imaginary world 
somehow led me to have more faith in the existence of the supernatural in the real world. It's just a theory, 


but it's the best one | can come up with on the spot." He explained, picking out every word individually, simply 


making sure it was the perfect one. | scratched at my head a little. 
"Makes about as much sense as anything else I've heard" Izzy shrugged as an answer. 


"We ought to go home and make sure Slash and Steven aren't giving Duff too much trouble." | said, starting to 
walk to the exit of the alley. Izzy laughed out loud. 


"You make it sound as if Slash and Steven are two jam-fingered three-year-olds, with Duff as their braces- 
wearing underpaid babysitter." 


"Aren't they, though?" | laughed over my shoulder. Izzy took a few quick steps to catch up to me. 


“Speaking of Duff," | started, suddenly remembering the chat | had had with him a few minutes ago. "We talked 
for a few minutes after you left. He thinks we would be an adorable couple, like him and Slash." | laughed a 
little, still hoping Izzy wasn't as angry at me as he had been. It was unnatural for Izzy to be as mad as he had 
been, and unnerving that his fury was directed at me and me alone. He didn't laugh at my comment, didn't 
show any sign of having even heard. | swallowed and just stared at the ground in front of my shoes as | 
entered the apartment building. Shit, he was still mad. | didn't know why it bugged me so much, | mean, people 


have been mad at me before. Usually, their anger was just frustration or annoyance in disguise because of my 


personality. 


| shook my head and turned the knob of our apartment. The first thing | noticed was the soft sobbing sounds 
from the hallway where all our bedrooms were. The second thing | noticed was the voice that sounded like it 


was trying to comfort whoever was sobbing. As | rounded the corner, | could make out what the voice was 


saying: 


It Il be okay, Slash, everything's going to be okay. Duff will come back soon, and he'll be fine." It sounded like 
Steven. Why would Steven be comforting Slash? 


"How do you know, Steven? His eyes were bright red! Fuck, he had fucking fangs! How can you tell me he's 


going to be okay?" My eyes widened and | turned to Izzy. 

"You heard that?" | asked. 

"Every word." He said, nodding. 

"You know what we have to do, right?" | pushed. Izzy rolled his eyes. 

"Christ, Axl. I'm not fucking stupid. | know we have to find Duff" He turned on his heel and stalked out of the 


apartment. | blinked a few times. Did he know Duff was a vampire before now? Follow-up question: since the 


fuck when was Duff a vampire? 


The Search For The Denim-Clad Ass 


Axl 
| caught up to Izzy outside the apartment building. 
"What's your plan, 0 great leader?" he asked, his voice dripping with sarcasm. | rolled my eyes. 


"Izzy, would you please just drop your grudge for, like, a hour? | know | did something unforgivable, but would 
you please get past that, for Slash's sake?" | nearly yelled at him. Izzy nodded his agreement after a moment 
of consideration. | sighed a breath of relief at his rationality. 


‘Sarcasm aside, do you actually have a plan?" he said, leaning back on his heel. | bit at my lower lip, trying to 


figure out a plan on the spot. 


"We.. go over rooftops and just try to spot Duff. A denim-clad, bleached blond roaming the streets of LA, we'd 
be able to spot him pretty easily. If he starts attacking something, we just look for a denim-clad, bleached 
blond devouring the living." | explained, starting slowly, but figuring out my plan as | spoke. 


‘Okay, suppose we found him, then what? Duff didn't let any of us onto his secret for God knows how long; for 
him to suddenly disappear and let Slash know means he was really thirsty or not thinking straight or both. 
What if he's entered some sort of vampire monster age, like where he just loses everything that was left of 
his human side?" Izzy reasoned. | groaned silently. Why did he have to be so goddamned right all the time? 


"Even if that is the case, which | highly doubt it is, Duff can't really hurt us permanently. | just want to find 


him and make sure he's okay." | muttered. 

"Well, we aren't going to find him by standing here like two idiots. Let's go find his denim-clad ass." Izzy said, 
walking in the direction of the nearest rooftop ladder. | followed him up the rickety ladder to the magnificent 
skyline of LA 


For hours, literally the rest of the night, we ran across rooftops, sprinted through alleys and just in general 
kept our eyes peeled for Duff's denim-clad ass. 


| was checking out what looked like an animal body from the roof. There were two holes in the dog's body. 


Duff's work? Could be. But, it could also be Stephanie's work, or the work of whoever else she had bitten 


As | checked out the body, Izzy tapped my shoulder and pointed at the sky, which was a shade or two closer 


to orange than it had been mere minutes ago. 


"I know the bat thing is a myth, but is it true, about the sun?" He asked, an edge of nervousness in his voice. 


"To be honest, | haven't tested it" | sighed 


"Personally, | don't really want to test it." Izzy whispered. | looked around the street connected to the alley we 
were in Nothing. Nowhere to hide on either end of the alley. As soon as it was noon, we were fucking doomed. | 


looked at Izzy apologetically. His normally calm face was frozen in a mask of pure terror. 
‘Izzy, we're going to have to make a run for it" | confessed. 


"But- Axl, we're miles away from the apartment, there's no way we can get there by rooftop before the sun 


comes up." He gulped. 


"Then, we can't go by rooftop. We're going to have to use the street" | sighed. Izzy appeared to calm down 
slightly and nodded at my idea. 


"No matter what happens, just keep running until you're in the apartment." | commanded. Izzy nodded again and 
took off like a bullet towards the apartment. | followed, hot on his heels, but not looking where | was going. | 
didn't need to, my feet just went where they thought they had to to get back to the apartment. Another 


vampire thing, | presumed. That, and the incredible speed we had going on. More vampire perks. 


Izzy followed my instructions and threw open the door of the building and rushed up the steep stairs to the 
third floor. As soon as the two of us were in the apartment, | slammed the door shut behind us and sunk back 


against it, giggling a little from the adrenaline rush. Izzy looked at me and started giggling, too. 


During our incessant giggles, Steven emerged from the kitchen wearing the frilly apron, which only made us 


giggle harder. 


"Where are the groceries?" He demanded, hands on his hips. | fell into actual guffaws seeing Steven playing his 


‘housewife’ game. 


When the five of us had moved in together and Duff got a job, Steven took it upon himself to play ‘housewife’ 
and cook and clean for the rest of us. Somehow, he had found himself an old, and slightly tattered, frilly apron, 


"Well? Where are they?" He pouted. That was it, Izzy broke down into guffaws with me and for a minute, all 
our problems disappeared. Izzy, Duff and | weren't vampires, Duff and Slash were happily cuddling, and Steven 
was happy in his little Steven world. Too bad reality is a bitch. 


As we laughed, the dull thud of the newspaper hitting the door was heard. | stood up from my seat and 

opened the door, reaching for the newspaper. Seeing the front page picture, my eyes widened. There was the 
image of a dead body printed on the front, using the whole page, with a headline: "Serial Killer Hits LA Hard". | 
stared at the picture. This body was most definitely dead, there was no doubt in that, but he didn't seem to 


be shot, stabbed or drowned. Upon closer inspection, | saw two markings in the victim's neck. Two holes. 


| flipped through the paper, searching for the story. It went on to describe how at least a dozen victims had 


been found within the last 7 hours. All the bodies had been drained of blood and how all the police had to go by 


was a blurry photograph of a single suspect. 


It was Duff; no doubt about it. | sighed and bent forward, leaning my forehead onto the paper. 


"What's wrong?" Izzy asked, trying to look over my shoulder at the paper. | shoved the paper into his lap, 
avoiding his gaze. | could hear his breath catch in his throat as he saw the picture. 


"Christ, that's Duffl" He whisper-yelled to me. 


"| know." | whispered back. 


"What the hell happened to him? We have to find him before he kills anyone else." 


| gulped. "| know." 


Philosophy Of The Common Vampire 
Axl 


"Duff, where the fuck are you?" | screamed off the rooftop. It had been almost a week since Izzy and | started 
looking for Duff, and we had no leads. We knew he was still in LA from the constant news reports on what was 
dubbed "The LA Vampire". The cops couldn't find any motive or anything that brought them closer to catching 
Duff. Neither could we, for that matter. He had almost killed 100 people in the last week, of all sorts. That's 
what was baffling the cops the most, that none of the victims were similar to any of the others. The only 
difference between the cops and us is that we knew who the killer was and their motive. But as to finding him, 
Izzy and | were stumped. He wasn't thinking clearly. He was thinking like a hungry animal, not like a Duff. 


| slumped down to the edge of the roof in defeat. How much longer were we supposed to keep up this wild 


goose chase? It was hopeless. 


Izzy walked up to me from where he had been standing to survey an alley below. He slumped down next to me 


and pulled a carton of cigarettes out of his pocket. 

"Smoke?" He asked, pulling one out for himself. | looked at him curiously. 

"I thought you said nicotine couldn't affect us." | said, raising an eyebrow. Izzy shrugged. 

‘It can't. But there's no use not trying." He reasoned. | rolled my eyes and pulled out a cigarette from the 
packet. | pressed it to my lips and took the lighter from him. We inhaled the cancerous fumes simultaneously, 


then slowly blew out the smoke into the night air. | didn't even miss the rush that came with smoking, just the 
act of taking the time to see the cigarette through to the end. 


Once it had burned down to the nub, | crushed it on the cement roof edging. Izzy mirrored my movements and 


sighed. 
"So, what do we do?" He asked, facing the night sky. 


"| don't know. | just don't know." | whimpered. It was nearly time to face the facts, there was probably nothing 
we could do. Duff would keep killing the nearly-innocent people of LA until all that were left were the unkillable 


supernatural beings; vampires and whatever the hell else was lurking in the shadows. 


My thoughts of giving up were suddenly interrupted by a blood-curdling scream from almost directly below 
our feet. | looked up at Izzy, who nodded his agreement to the two of us playing superheroes. 


| placed my palms on the edge of the roof and shoved myself off, landing in the alley below. Izzy landed beside 


me seconds later. | glanced around the alley, trying to figure out where the screaming had come from. 


A few dozen feet away, | could see the outline of two people up against a wall. | started walking towards the 
people, quickening my pace when | saw that the one whose back was against the wall was being pinned there by 


their wrists. Her wrists, | noticed, once | got closer. The other person's mouth was at her neck. 


A car drove by the entrance of the alley, shining just enough light down for me to make out the features of 
the two people. The girl's eyes were closed, and her mouth was open. She wasn't moving or seemingly 
struggling at all. But the other person The other person who was denim-clad. The other person who was 
denim-clad with bleached blond hair and his fangs sunk deep into the girl's neck 


"DUFF!" | yelled down the once-again-darkened alley. Duff turned to me with a wild and evil look in his red eyes. 
His clothing and mouth was dripping with the blood of this victim, and stained by the blood of nearly a hundred 


others. 


He removed his hand from around the girl's wrists and her limp form dropped to the grungy alley floor. In a 
flash, his skinny, denim-clad frame had escaped the alley and was racing down the street. 


If | had at any point maybe thought that Izzy and | were fast, Duff could have left us in the dust with a 
Roadrunner-esque ‘Beep, Beep! 


| sprinted to the end of the alley and watched the dot that had once been Duff McKagan disappear into the 


horizon. 
"Axl, she's not dead!" Izzy yelled from behind me. | turned around and saw him cradling the girl in his arms. 
"What do we do?" He whispered, once | had joined him in the middle of the alley. 


"We have a chance to save her from a life of eternal bloodlust, if we just finish her off right now. Blood is 
blood, Izzy, and I'm getting thirsty." | said, a lump of guilt forming in my throat. He looked down at her. 


"She's so young. Neither fate seems fair" He muttered. 


"Izzy, look at me." | sighed. He tore his eyes from the girl and looked at me. He could deny it all he wanted, but 
his eyes told the truth; this girl was making him thirsty as well. 


"Think through this logically. If we let her live, she endures hours of pain transforming into a vampire. | know 
you hate me for what | did to you, and | know | hate Stephanie for what she did to me. If we let this girl live, 
we'd be as guilty as Duff. But, if we stop the suffering before it starts, if we just drink the rest of her blood, 
she'll die a victim instead of living to be a murderer. I've made my choice, but | won't follow through if you 
don't agree." | whispered, looking from Izzy to the unconscious girl in his arms. He looked to be near tears, or 


as close to tears as a being who can't shed any can be. 
"Okay. I'll do it. She shouldn't have to live with the guilt of bloodlust" | smiled sadly at Izzy and bent to the 


still-leaking holes in the girl's neck | took a deep gulp of the blood, all the while thinking that it didn't taste as 
good with the constant taste of regret at the back of my throat. 


The two of us took turns drinking at the holes until a flashlight shined on us from the opening in the alley. 


"Freeze, or we'll shoot!" A voice yelled from behind the light. | lifted a hand to my eyes in an effort to try and 
see who was yelling. The cops. Of course. Wonderful fucking timing. 


| looked up at Izzy, trying not to move. His face showed that he was thinking the same thing as me. How the 


fuck were we going to sweet-talk our way out of this one? 


Plan A (Less Bloodshed) 


Axl 


"Put your hands in the air!" The cops yelled. | lifted my hands to the air, glaring at them. Izzy slowly laid down 
the girl and lifted his hands as well. 


"The two of you are under arrest for the murder of over 90 civilians since the Ith of October." The cop who 
was doing all the yelling yelled Another cop, a younger one, approached Izzy and | with two pairs of handcuffs 
dangling from his finger. | kept still as he slapped them across my wrists, babbling on with all the ‘right to 
remain silent’ crap. More cops came out from behind the seriously blinding light, holding guns and nightsticks. 
How many had been waiting in the shadows for the famed LA Vampire? | hadn't heard any sirens beyond ones 
in the distance. Sneaky fuckers. 


Two of the suited men of the law grabbed my arms and started hauling me towards a car. 


| started having vivid deja vu of my reckless law-breaking days in Indiana. Just screaming at the cops, calling 
them every vile thing | could think of. And laughing. Laughing as they smacked me around. Laughing as they 
told me to shut the hell up. Laughing as they shoved me in the cell of the rat and disease infested jail. But 
most importantly, laughing as they let me out as a free man. But not now. For some reason, | just didn't feel 


like being difficult. The sooner they thought they had captured us, the sooner we'd be able to escape. 


As soon as | was violently pushed into the uncomfortable cop car, | sat in such a way that my hands weren't 
visible from the cops seats. | had a plan. It wasn't a good plan, but it'd get Izzy and me out of here. My 
brunette partner in crime was shoved into the seat beside me, but he had been squirming and resisting, which 


resulted in him hitting his head on the doorway. "ASSHOLES!" He yelled at the cops through the window in the 


door. 
"Good front, Izzy, but drop it" | whispered, scooching closer to him. 
"What are you talking about?" He hissed. 


"Just shut up and listen" | snapped. "I've got a plan, but you're going to have to follow it to make it work" | 
leaned over, so that my mouth was directly next to his ear. For us to properly escape, the cops couldn't hear 


my plan, not even a single word of it. 


As soon as | finished explaining my plan, Izzy and | returned to our assigned seats in the cop car and stared 
down at the disgusting floor. The first part of my plan would be instigated as soon as the engine was ignited, 
and if we missed that drop off, the whole plan would be ruined, and we'd be forced to go to Plan B, which 


involved more bloodshed. 


| watched the two officers seat their corrupt asses in the front seats, nightsticks attached to one hip and 


guns attached to the other. They were chatting about us; couldn't believe that they had been the ones in the 
entire police force of LA to catch the notorious ‘LA Vampire’. Every so often, one would turn around and give 
Izzy or me a nasty look. I'd always respond to the look with a smirk; just to keep up appearances, you know. | 


had a rep on the strip, and | wasn't going to let it go to shit just to focus on a plan 


Once the driver turned the key in the ignition, Izzy and | both pulled against the handcuffs until the tiny chain 
between our wrists had busted apart. | grinned to myself, silently thanking Stephanie for the super-human 
vampire strength. 


The cop in the passenger seat put an ear to the air, seemingly trying to listen for whatever had made the 
slightly audible snapping noise. | leaned towards the two cops as silently as | could, as the next art of the plan 
Having them be nervous was key to escape. If they were flustered, they wouldn't be able to think clearly. | 
leaned until my head was right between the two of them. 


"So, how's the pay for a gas like this?" | asked. The passenger cop screamed and swung around, punching me in 
the face. | giggled as | fell backwards into the seat. 


"Police brutality, man. But I'm not going to call you on it." | said, leaning back to where | had been. 
"Sit back down and shut the fuck up." The cop swore. | shook my head slowly, clicking my tongue. 


"Such naughty language. Learn it from your mother?" | asked, using my evil grin. Both of the cops ignored my 


last remark. 


"Say, fellas, could you do me a favor? | can assume from your aggressive behavior towards my counterpart 
and | that you will follow protocol exactly and won't cut either of us any slack. The two of us live in a 
apartment with three other guys. Between the five of us, we make about double minimum wage every week to 


live on. Now, our roommates-" | started to explain, before | was rudely interrupted. 

"I told you before, fag, shut the fuck up before we make you shut up.” The passenger cop yelled in my face. 
"Our roommates are out getting our weekly groceries now, and we have no one else to call once you take us 
into the station. | was wondering if you'd be so kind as to take us home long enough to write them a note 
explaining where we are. We don't even have to leave this seat, assuming you have some sort of paper and 
writing device inside the vehicle as of this moment. Please?" | begged. The driving cop rolled his eyes. 


"Where do you scum buckets live? We'll stop if it's on the way." | gave my most pleasant smile. 


"Oh, thank you, sir. Turn right at the next light, it's two blocks down that street." When the car turned right, | 
sat back down in my seat. Two blocks later, the bright street lights were starting to get dimmer and the 
throng of people thinned. | glanced at Izzy and nodded. 


In unison, we lunged forward and grabbed both cops by the throats. | had the driving cop's neck in my hands, 


and my mouth was beside his ear. 


"Now, don't cause an accident. Stop the car and let us out. Before you protest, just remember that if we're 
strong enough to bust through handcuff chains, we're sure as hell strong enough to break this skinny neck of 


yours." | whispered. 

"We're not letting you killers go." The cop declared. | looked over at Izzy and nodded. His grip tightened around 
the cop's neck. The cop's eyes bulged and his face turned all sorts of fun colors. There was a highly audible 
cracking sound and he flopped over in his seat. 


"IIl ask again, but only one more time. Let us out" The car stopped and Izzy and | got out. 


"Thanks for the lift, sailor!" | screamed over my shoulder as the two of us started sprinting into the darkness, 


out of the city. 


Manhunter 


| zzy 


Tink. Tink. Tink. My eyes snapped open and | turned my head towards my bedroom window. Tink. Was | having 
sleep-deprived hallucinations, or were there tiny pebbles hitting my window? Tink. No, there were small rocks 


flying up. Tink. 


| threw off my blankets and made my way over to the window. Axl was underneath, with a giant handful of 


miniature rocks. | opened the window and was rewarded with a rock to the face. 


"Fuck, Axl, what do you want?" | whisper-yelled, my hand massaging my cheek. He quickly gave me a sheepish 
grin and dropped the rocks. 


"Izz, we have to get out of here, man. The cops are on my tail." He explained, worriedly. | rolled my eyes. 


"I thought you were the rebel without a cause. What'd you do to piss them off this time?" Axl rocked on his 
heels, biting his lip. 


"They kind of caught me holding up the corner store. Said they'd give me an hour to get out of town, or 
they'd start hunting me down for the death sentence." | rubbed my face impatiently and sighed. 


"Give me two minutes. I'll come down and we'll get out of town" | shut my window and gathered as many things 
as | could think of into my small knapsack. Food, cash, pocket knife, things of that sort. Right before | left, | 
wrote a quick note to my mother saying | was leaving for LA with Axl and that I'd call her as soon as | could. 


Axl was pacing in front of my house, looking somewhat distraught. 


‘Izzy, move your ass! We only have I5 minutes before they start hunting me." He hissed as soon as he saw 


me. 


"Calm down, man." | groaned. "It's only 5 minutes to the town limits from here." Axl nodded and took off running. 


| followed him, through fields and over fences. 
After almost I5 minutes, we slowed down and looked back at what once was our home. 


"Hey, Ax, you never told me," | panted. "What'd you do to push those cops over the edge? Even corrupt police 
officers don't play manhunter, not even for the death sentences." Axl took another glance over his shoulder 


and flopped down in the pre-dew grass. 


"They're corrupted maggots, what can | say? They get their jollies from freaking out minors and the like." He 
said, waving his hand in an uncaring gesture. | sighed and sat down beside him. If he wasn't going to tell me, | 


wasn't going to force him. 


He shut his eyes and the two of us just quietly thought for a while. Thinking just about life, past and future. 
He probably thought about what life in LA might bring, or how it would be different than being beaten almost 
every night by his bastard of a step-father. | thought about how beautiful he looked, laying there on the 
grass with his eyes closed. About how the moonlight shining down on his face made him seem paler than he 


really was. How his hair was fanned out around his head, making him seem like some sort of fallen angel. 
"My fallen angel." | whispered to myself. Axl's eyes snapped open 


"You say something, |zz?" He asked, sitting up. | shook my head. He didn't need to know what kind of thoughts 
had gone through my head that night. 


The eerie night silence was cut short by a screech of some kind coming from a grove of nearby bushes. | 


stood up and cautiously made my way over. Axl followed, making slightly more noise than me. 


We peered through the bushes to see two people; one lying down and one on all fours above them. The one on 


all fours had their face down to the other person's neck. 


"Vampire." Axl muttered from beside me. The one on all fours looked up in the direction of where we were 
hiding. Blood was dripping from the corners of their mouth, and their eyes were so red, they were nearly 
glowing. They kept their gaze on us for nearly a whole minute, while we tried our best not to breathe, out of 
fear of being the next victims. The vampire turned back to their prey and seemed to either be ignoring us or 


be legitimately unaware of our presence. 


| took a few steps backwards, grabbing Axl's wrist as | went. As soon as we were out of the grove, we broke 


into a sprint that went until we were deep into the territory of the next town over. 


"Izzy! Snap the fuck out of it, man!" Axl yelled at me. | shook my head and looked at him. The memory had 
distracted me from reality just long enough for Axl to have to slap me back into it. 


"Where are we?" | asked, dazedly. Axl shrugged. 


"Well, we're not in LA, and we're not in Canada or Mexico, but beyond that, | have no fucking clue." | looked 


around at the never-ending surroundings of pine trees and highway. 
"On the bright side, there aren't any cops chasing us." | said, half-heartedly. 


"Not now, but there will be as soon as we set foot in civilization. We're outlaws, zz, and | think there's very 


little we can do to change that." 


The Adventures Of Sherlock Adler 


Steven 


Slash hadn't gotten off his bed since Axl and Izzy had disappeared. Every time | checked on him, he was just 
chain-smoking and staring at the ceiling, all the while sighing deeply. On the fifth day, | had had enough. 


"Slash, get off your ass. Today, you're going to do something." | said, plucking the cigarette from his fingers. He 
looked up at me from behind his thick curtain of hair. 


"Since when was it possible not to do anything? Logically, it isn't possible." He protested. | rolled my eyes. 


"Get off the fucking bed. Moping around isn't going to get Duff back." | growled, picking up the edge of the bed 
Slash rolled off and landed in a heap on the floor. 


"Fuck off, Steve." He muttered. | shook my head. 


"Not today. You're coming with me, and we're going to track down our band like a couple of fangirls." | grabbed 
his arm and started pulling him along the floor, towards the apartment door. | sighed. 


"Look, Slash; if it becomes necessary, | will drag you by the arm all over the streets of LA. Now, | don't want 
to do that, because your leather pants aren't cheap and you'll want to get a new pair when these ones get a 


hole." Slash gave me an evil look from under his hair and stood up. He followed me silently out of the building. 


"So, Slash, give me the clues. If we're going to find our band, we're going to start with Duff" | said, whirling 
around to face him. Slash scratched the top of his head and put a finger to his chin thoughtfully. 


"Right before he left, he said he had forgotten to get the groceries. He had this wild look in his eyes, like he 


wanted to eat me." 
"Doesn't he eat you on a near-daily basis anyways?" | grinned. He glared at me darkly. 


"No, he doesn't, in fact. He can't really, for reasons | don't quite want to say in public." | chuckled, and waved 


my hand as a gesture for him to get on with telling me what he knew. 


"Well, right before he left, he was really freaking me out, so | slapped him. Then, he asked what was wrong 
with him and ran" | scrunched up my nose in concentration. Where could Duff go after saying he forgot to get 
the groceries and looked hungry? Well, the only logical answer is the store. That place was really big; he might 


have gotten lost in there. | know | have more than once. 


"I think | know where Duff might be." | said, gleefully clapping my hands. Slash shrugged. 


"Well, lead the way, Popcorn!" | started off down the street, trying to remember where exactly the store was. 
It had been a while since | had been allowed to do the groceries. Was it three blocks north and four east or 
four north and three east? One of the two. When the coordinates yielded nothing but an old post office, | 
kicked a pole. Like someone somewhere had probably told me once, the best solution to life's problems are 


alcohol and kicking poles. That philosophy is what helps me maintain my cherub-like demeanour. 


"Steven, why'd you kick a pole?" Slash asked, joining me beside the pole. | bit my lip and looked around, trying to 


see a logical answer for why exactly | had kicked a pole. 


"This pole, in a past life, stole my lunch money." | explained. Slash rolled his eyes, then seemed to see something 
on the pole behind me. He pushed past me and examined the flyer closer. 


"Christ, this is Duff!" He exclaimed, pulling the flyer off the pole. | stared at the picture underneath the giant 
headline that yelled WANTED above. 


"You're right, that is Duff." | read farther down the page. 


"$25000 reward for the capture or $2000 reward for information leading to the capture of the LA Vampire. 
The suspect is around 6 feet tall and blond. They are usually seen wearing denim. Do not approach without 
proper precautions." | read out. "Funny, | always thought Axl would be the first one with his name on a wanted 


poster. But look at it; its our first lead! Just call me Sherlock Adler!" | said, nearly bouncing with excitement. 


"Hey, Sherlock Adler, your fly's down." Slash pointed, still reading the poster. | quickly glanced down at my pants 
and pulled up the zipper. 


"Does it say what the LA Vampire did?" | asked, looking over Slash's shoulder. 


“Suspected of the murder of I27 people, as of October IZ" He read out, his voice cracking as he read the 
murder count. | watched his face crumble under his hair, just silently wishing there was something | could do 
or say to make this easier on him. But there wasn't. Hell, if the love of my life was being hunted by the police 
for the murder of 121 people, | probably wouldn't even want to be in public. | can only imagine what Slash is 
going through. 


If we were home, I'd be making my special ‘no more sad Slash’ brownies, the ones with the special ingredient. 
But | happened to be fresh out of the special ingredient, and | sorta wanted to stay on the law's good side 


more than | wanted the ingredient. Oh, well. 


"On the bright side, at least we know he isn't lost in the grocery store." | muttered. Slash chuckled half- 
heartedly. 


"God, you're an idiot, Popcorn" He said, face palming. 


“That's Mr. Popcorn, the idiot, to you." 


A Drop OF Dawn And Vampires Are Gone 


Author's Notes: 
I'd like to thank farewelltokings for giving me the idea for this chapter. You're the bomb, dudel 


Axl 


| could almost smell the dawn, it was so close. Izzy and | had either been running or dazedly walking down 
highways for days. We had to find shelter in somewhere unpopulated or populated by people who didn't care 


about money. 


| had seen the signs in the last week, we were wanted fugitives. Most likely connected to the LA Vampire, they 
said. The reward was a fairly large slap in the face. They'll give some poor shmoe $1000 for information about 


Izzy and me. That's what the five of us lived on in a single week. 


| looked back over my shoulder at the quickly lightening sky. If we were doomed by the touch of sunlight, death 
was quickly approaching. | sped up my pace and gestured for Izzy to follow. 


"Screw it, Axl! | don't fucking care anymore!" He screamed. | turned around. He was standing in the middle of 


the empty road, with his arms spread towards the sky, like he was welcoming death. | blinked a few times. 


"You can't just give up, Izzy. You promised me we'd go to LA and become famous rock stars. You can't give up 
on your promise, not when we're not so damn close." | said, walking back towards him. Izzy laughed right out 


loud. 


"We're not close. We're five bums sharing an apartment in LA, of which, three of the bums are vampires on 
the lam, and the other two would rather have a lifetime supply of Jack Daniels than be rock stars. It's 
pointless." He yelled at the sky, totally avoiding looking at me. | shut my mouth and looked down. 


"Never thought I'd see the day where I'd be trying to talk you out of doing something stupid" | muttered. 
Its not stupid, it's logical" Izzy spat. "By just stopping here, we don't have to kill anything else and Slash and 
Stevie won't have to feel guilty by starting a new band" | rolled my eyes and slapped Izzy across the face. 


Well, as best as | could with him looking up and all 


"Sorry | had to do that, lzz, but you're acting like a fucking moron. Get over yourself and come with me." | 


ordered. He lowered his arms and walked towards me. 


"You may have won this round, Rose, but next time, slapping me isn't going to change my mind." He muttered 


under his breath. | chuckled at him and started walking west, away from the sun. After the next hill, a thick 


forest popped into view. | started sprinting for it as fast as | could, dragging Izzy by the wrist behind me. | 
wasn't taking any chances of him standing out in the sun. As soon as we were under cover of the thick trees, 


| let go of his wrists and panted slightly. 


"We'll just hide out here for a while." | said, stretching out my sore back As | saw Izzy nod, | felt a solid whack 
to the back of the head and utter blackness. | blinked a few times, finally understanding why knocked-out people 
in movies always start by asking where they are. It felt bizarre not to. It looked like | was strapped to a 
bronze bed frame in a log cabin | didn't see or hear any other people, save for Izzy who was strapped to the 


same bed as me. 


"Axl Rose, didn't think I'd be seeing you around these parts, | must admit." A voice said. | craned my neck to 
try and match a face to the voice. It was kind of familiar. The speaker walked around from the back of the 
bed to my line of vision My jaw dropped once | saw who it was. Stephanie fucking Seymour. 


| tried to pull my wrists out of the bonds, but to no avail. Stephanie chuckled. 
‘I'm the same as you, stupid. Don't you think | know what you're capable of ?" She asked. 
"You never know." | snarled. "| might surprise you." She shook her head. 


"You won't. You're like all the other new recruits, cocky and hot-headed. That's why you're tied down; so you 


can calm yourself and | can answer the questions | know you have." 
"You bitch." | snarled. 
‘Ive been getting that more often than you think” She sighed. 


"You fucking bitch." | repeated. "What the fuck did | do to you to make you bite me?" Stephanie looked up at 
the ceiling and rubbed her temples. 


"Not much of an original vocabulary you got there, do you Axl? But I'm going to answer you, because 
otherwise there's no real reason for you to still be here. The answer to your foul-mouthed question is that | 
liked you. | wanted to make you part of my coven. Once | saw you lying unconscious, | decided | liked you too 
much to be a member of my coven | liked you too much to turn you into an ordinary Joe vampire, so, | 
decided to leave and let you form your own coven, which | see you've already gotten a start on." She said, 
nodding at Izzy, who was slightly stirring beside me. | tilted my head in confusion. Stephanie tilted her head 


back and groaned. 
Please tell me you figured out some of the vampire rules." She said, in a really begging voice. 
"Well, | figured out the speed, agility, red eyes, inability to feel the effects of any drug,no bat transformation, 


not being able to sleep and the fangs, but that's about it" | said, trying to make sure | counted everything. 
Stephanie relaxed visibly. 


"You've got most of it. Let's see.." She said, putting a finger to her lips and rocking on her heel. "Well, you're 
missing the fact that sunlight doesn't kill us, it just gives us really bad nausea, which is worse now that we 

inhabit bodies that don't produce any sort of bodily fluid, stomach acid included. Sleeping in coffins is a myth. 
Humans can only become vampires by still having at least 2% of their blood left. That's about it for the fun 
facts." | bit the corner of my lip, trying to absorb all this new information 


"You said you left me to start my own coven, how'd you know | wouldn't just try to join yours?" | asked, 
slowly. A smile creeped in the side of Stephanie's mouth. "During the transformation, a coven leader would keep 
vigil over the human. If there is no coven leader by their side, the human may try to kill themselves, and 
during this period, they are still able to. The humans that withstand the pain alone are then deemed strong 


enough to take care of the members of their coven. Does that make sense?" She asked. | nodded slowly. 


"Are you calm yet? You won't try to kill me if | untie you?" | shook my head. She made her way over to my 
restraints and undid them. | sat up, but kept my silent glare going. She may have explained herself a little, but 
she wasn't off the fucking hook yet. 


Vampire IOl With Professor Stephanie 
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Axl 

Once | was untied, Stephanie led me out of the log cabin. 

"You should meet my, uh.. family." She said, waving her arm in a large sweeping gesture at at least 20 
individuals gathered around a campfire with a stew pot dangling over it. They all looked up from the small 
bowls in their laps or at their lips. My jaw dropped at the obscenely large group. 

"You bit... all of them?" | asked, following her slowly Towards an opening in the circle. Stephanie nodded, 
somewhat embarrassedly. She sat down in the circle and patted the dirt on her right. | followed suit and looked 
around at all the pale faces drinking from the bowls. 


“Steph, how do you live with yourself, ruining all these lives?" | asked, just loud enough for her to hear. 


"I live with myself by biting them. They come to join me here. We're happy in the forest. No worries or 
stress." She said, happily. 


"Tell me, is there anyone you've bitten who isn't here now?" | asked, thinking of Duff. Had she bitten him too? 
"Sure, loads of members of my coven are dead." 

"Dead? | thought we were-" 

"Immortal? You and | are; we're coven leaders. Coven leaders are immortal. Regular followers like the ones you 
see before you aren't" She explained. | scratched my head a little. All this mythology-turned-life was messing 
with my brain 

"Explain to me the rules of that." | said. Stephanie leaned back on her palms. 

"Well, the differences between leaders and followers are indistinguishable for the first year, when the two 


groups are still considered children After the first year, thirst becomes easier to control and blood isn't 


needed as often, only about once every 5 days if you live surrounded by people, once a week if you have no 


humans around. The major difference is in the aging process; followers age slightly slower than humans, but 
can't die from old age. Leaders, however look the same as the day they were bitten It is impossible to kill a 


leader, by any means." | sat quietly for a moment, to let the new rules sink in. God, there were a lot of them. 
"Is it possible, hypothetically, for a vampire to totally lose their human side, and just go crazy?" | questioned. 
So far, nothing she had told me explained why Duff was going on a serial killer rampage. She nodded, looking 
down 

"After about ten years, give or take a couple, depending on a vampire's surroundings, they become insane with 
bloodlust. Lose all human conscience. They become heartless killers, always looking for blood. This is only 
followers, mind you. It's sort of a signal to all other vampires that their time is up, and they need to be... 
disposed of." She gulped. She looked up at me and narrowed her eyes. "That's an oddly specific question, do you 
know anyone like that?" She said, accusingly. | shook my head quickly. 

"Just wondering if the LA Vampire was a rogue of some kind" Stephanie rested her chin on her palm. 

| was wondering that myself. He's clearly not a leader; leaders have far more self-control than that. A 
follower, maybe, but then, where's his leader? | suppose, theoretically, he could be a deserter, but | haven't 
seen a deserter since there were Caesars ruling Rome." | rolled my eyes. 

"Keep in mind, l'm not up on all this lingo." Stephanie chuckled a little. 

Figured it was self-explanatory. Deserters are followers who desert their coven Supposedly, they're always a 
little crazy, because they're always feeling the pull of their coven, so they drink much more blood than the 
average. And Caesar was the title of the Roman Emperor back in the day." | glared at her. 

"So, suppose there's a vampire just going around and drinking the blood of dozens of people... 

"They'd be an elderly follower, and need to be killed as soon as possible." She nodded. 

"Well, shit." | muttered, standing up. 


"Where are you going?" Stephanie asked, looking up at me with the same eyes she had used before she bit me. 


‘lm going to go wake up my coven, then leave." | growled, stalking away from the circle. Once | entered the log 


cabin, | heard Izzy stirring from his unconsciousness. | slapped his leg, and he snapped awake. 
"Wake up, Izz, we're leaving." | said, bending over to untie his restraints. He blinked a few times. 
"Where are we leaving from?" He asked, dazedly. 


"The coven home of Queen Bitch." | snarled. Izzy didn't say anything else while | untied the bizarre ropes holding 
him in starfish formation on the bed. 


Once he was untied, | pulled him by the wrist past the circle of vampires who had now finished off the blood 
they had been feasting on and were now chatting pleasantly. | glared at the monsters as | passed them. Only 


once we were out of earshot from the coven did | release my grip from Izzy's wrist. 
‘Izzy, we're going back to LA" | declared. He immediately looked at me like | had grown a second head. 


"Why the fuck would we go back to LA now? It's only been a week since | killed that cop; they're still going to 
be looking for us." He asked, in total disbelief. | gave him the condensed version of everything Stephanie had told 
me, making sure to emphasize the point that Duff wasn't going to stop without being killed, and we would be 
the only ones of the whole planet who could even have a sporting chance to get him to stop. We had Slash, 


after all. Duff loved Slash beyond everything else. Once | finished my explanation, Izzy crossed his arms and 
shook his head 


"No." He said, plainly. It was my turn to stare in disbelief. 

"What the fuck do you mean ‘no’? He's going to die if we don't go." | nearly screamed. 

"He's going to die anyways; why get caught up in that?" He snarled back at me. | narrowed my eyes. "You're 
just going to quit on him and walk away? Duff is fucking killing hundreds of people, and you're just going to let 
them all die? | cannot fucking believe what | am fucking hearing right now." | exclaimed, sort of stomping around 


the general area where we were standing. 


"l'm not stopping you from going, Axl. You can go fight your pointless battles, but the only way Duff is going 
to stop is if we kill him. | don't want to be the one to do that." He insisted. 


"THAT'S NOT THE ONLY WAY!" | roared. "Fuck you, Izzy Stradlin. Enjoy the last ten sane years of your life." | 
turned from him and started running in the direction of LA. 


Physics And Potatoes 


Slash 


After walking all day and most of the night, even Steven's spirit was starting to dampen. We had been going 
everywhere any of us go in LA, even to houses of old friends. As probably pointed out in my first statement, 
we found no sign of Duff. Well, that's not totally true; there were signs of Duff posted on every second light 
post. But that didn't help in our search in the slightest. 


We shuffled along the surprisingly bare streets, occasionally calling out Duff's name. My feet were sore, and | 


was out of cigarettes and miserable. 


“There's another one." Steven sighed, pointing at the upcoming light post. | glared at the poster that was 
incriminating my sweet Duff. | ripped it off the post and tore it into microscopic shreds. | tossed the shreds in 
the air and let them rain down on the ground like confetti of lies. Lies, | say. Duff wouldn't kill all those people, 
not out of his own free will. He was being possessed or set up or something. But by what, or by who, | didn't 
know. Who would do such a thing to my Duff? 


| bit my lip and kept walking. Steven kept trailing behind like a slightly-less-energetic-than-usual puppy. 


"Slash, | know it was my idea to look for Duff in the first place, but we've been at it for almost I8 hours. Isn't 
it time yet to take a break?" He asked, pitifully. | sighed. 


"Maybe. But Duff's still out there, and for as long as he's not with me, people are still looking for him to make 
a quick buck. | can't let that happen, it's not right 


"You're a good boyfriend, Slash. Duff is lucky to have you." Steven said, patting my on the shoulder. | looked up 
at him and smiled a little. As ditzy as he was, Steven was a good friend. A second later, Steven's comical grin 


vanished and he pointed across the street. 


"There he is! That was Duff!" He screamed, starting to run in the direction he had been pointing. | couldn't see 
anything except a blonde drummer sprinting through the traffic that blocked his way. | followed him around 
and over the cars in our path, seemingly headed for an alley on the side of the street. | nearly crashed into 


him when he stopped short after turning into the alley. 
"Turn back, Slash." Steven muttered, covering my eyes. 


"Can't turn back if you're holding my face." | protested, pulling his hand off me. Then, | saw what he had been 
trying to prevent me from seeing: Duff. But the Duff | saw wasn't the one | had fallen in love with. It was stil 
the same beautiful body, but some evil spirit had taken over his mind. He was leaning against the back wall of 
the alley, with one boot pressed up against it and his arms crossed, leering at me with blood-red eyes. There 


was a deep red stain down the front of his clothes. It looked like blood, but.. why would Duff be covered in 


blood. | started taking cautious steps toward him. 


"Duff? Snap out of it, man. It's Slash." | said. Duff grinned evilly at me. | had seen this grin before, the night he 
disappeared, he had been grinning the same way. | hated this grin. Duff swung himself off the wall and 


uncrossed his arms. The air grew denser with every step he took towards me. 
Axl 


| couldn't fucking believe Izzy had just given up like that. Given up on everything that had ever meant anything 
to him, just because he was too fucking.. | don't even know what, to think there might be a way to save Duff. 
If steam had been coming out of my nose as | ran over the LA skyline, | wouldn't be surprised. An odd sense 
of deja vu came over me; running with Izzy, looking down alleys for Duff. Except this time, it was just the 
bitter memory of Izzy that was accompanying me on my near-pointless crusade. It had taken the two of us a 


damn week to find Duff, how the fuck was | supposed to find him on my own? 


| paused, trying to think of a good Duff-hunting strategy. Well, how had we found him the first time? He had 
just sorta.. materialized under our feet. | shook my head, nah, there was no way in hell that would happen 


twice. Would it? | shrugged and sat at the edge of the roof, letting my feet dangle over the edge. 


"Get away from him, Slash! He's not Duff anymore!" | heard a voice from below. | looked down between my 
boots and saw two bleached-blonds and a headful of black mulatto hair. No fucking way. | had the vantage 
point, being high up, but no weapons, for self defense or otherwise. The only thing | could really do is knock 
Duff out. Luckily, a blow to the head is easy to deliver by landing on the victim at the right angle. 


| pulled myself to my feet on top of the roof, then jumped off, trying to angle myself on the way down, so 
that I'd be placing a kick to Duff's head. Unfortunately, physics are not my strong suit, and | only grazed his 
overly-hairsprayed do. Duff turned away from Slash and looked down at me, his eyes telling the tale of his 
thirst. | scrambled to my feet and solidly clocked him in the jaw. He went down like a sack of potatoes. | licked 
my lips at the thought. Mmmm... potatoes. 


Prime Time Soap Operas 
Axl 


"What the fuck did you do that for, Axl?" Slash screamed at me. | groaned inwardly. Was he really that love- 


blind? Did he not see doom approaching him in stained denim and bleached hair? 
"Slash, Duff had a secret he's been keeping from you for God knows how long.” | said, turning to face him. 


"So how the fuck would you know it? Why would he tell you anything he didn't tell me?" He screamed, his voice 
nearing fucking hysterics. | sighed. 


"First off Slash, calm the fuck down. Second, he didn't tell me; | figured it out. Duffs a vampire." Slash laughed 
a breathy, sob-infused laugh. 


"A what, now?" 
"A vampire." | repeated. "So is Izzy, and so am |." 


"And Popcorn? You're a vampire, too?" Slash yelled to Steven, who was still nervously standing in the entrance 


of the alley. 


"Uh, | don't think so. But | have a very hard time distinguishing delusional fantasies from reality." He admitted, 
poofing his puffy blond hair. 


"Back up a minute.. vampires exist? Prove it" Slash insisted, crossing his arms. 

"Duff having red eyes and blood on his clothes weren't proof enough? Well, if you say so.." | said, sighing for 
what felt like the bth time that night. | pulled up my lip to reveal one shiny fang. Slash looked down at his 
unconscious boyfriend in disbelief. 

"Are any of the myths true?" He whispered, turning back to me. | shrugged. 

"Some are. Most aren't. The bat thing is fake, so are the coffins. We do drink blood, we do live in covens. 
Sunlight doesn't kill us, but it does make us sick, we can't be affected by any kind of substance, and only some 
of us are immortal. | am, Izzy isn't, and I'm not sure about Duff." | explained, looking down at Duff's motionless 
body. Slash crouched down next to him. 


"Do you know what happened? Why he flipped out and started killing all those people?" He whispered. 


‘I'm not certain. Even my resident vampire-rules-explainer doesn't have a definite answer. But we have a good 


guess. We think Duff is a mature follower, or a non-immortal vampire who's over IO years old. They've lost 


control of their bloodthirst and just live in a state of animalistic thirst until they die." 
"Until they die?" Slash whimpered. 


"That's just what Stephanie says, and it's only a guess. There could be other fucked-up rules we haven't 
figured out yet. There still might be a chance to bring Duff back if we just put our heads together." | said, 
trying to sound encouraging, but most likely coming across as not. "Either way, we have to get him back to 


the apartment before he wakes up and escapes again" 

"What'll happen if he does escape?" Steven asked, only now coming towards us. 

"He'll continue with his pillage for blood, killing hundreds as he goes, only to be stopped by death." | stated, 
trying my best to only let Steven hear. Slash was heartbroken, that much | could tell. | could also tell he was 
too proud too cry in front of us, but that he wanted to. 

| took Steven by the shoulder and led him out of the alley. 

"Where are we going?" He asked, looking so blissfully innocent. | swallowed. 

"We're going to give those lovebirds a moment alone. They deserve it" Steven nodded, then stayed quiet. We 
sat on the bizarrely empty sidewalk in front of the alley in total silence, just watching the few cars pass. The 
scent of complete terror hung in the air, from all the people cowering in their homes, hoping not to be the LA 


Vampire's next victims. Was that another vampire thing? Smelling fear? It sure didn't improve our image. 


After we had been outside the alley for a few minutes, one could hear quiet sobs interlaced with declarations 


of love. 
"Is a good thing we're not the main characters of a soap opera" Steven muttered, seemingly to himself. 
"What are you talking about?" | asked, raising an eyebrow. 


"Well, in every soap opera I've see- heard about, as soon as two people have a tender moment, something 
really bad happens to one of them or one of their closest friends." He explained in a worried voice. | smiled a 


little. 


"Don't worry, Popcorn. This is real life, not a scripted tv show designed to end on cliffhangers so that viewers 
tune in next wee-" BANG! My reassuring statement was cut off by a gunshot that was uncomfortably close. 


Like, the alley behind us close. You've got to be fucking kidding me. 


This Is The End 


Steven 


Having lived in many dangerous places in my lifetime, | know a gunshot when | hear one. What | had just heard 
come from the alley behind me was most definitely a gunshot. But whose gun, | didn't know. Like someone 


somewhere had probably said once; you don't go walking where a mysterious gun was just shot. 


Axl probably hadn't heard that wise saying before, because he was on his feet and in the alley before the 


gunman's finger had let go of the trigger. | followed him cautiously, ‘cause, you know, the wise saying. 


Slash was crouched over Duff's motionless body in the middle of the alley, the same way we had left them. 
Except now, Duff was sprawled across the dirty concrete, with his face to the ground. Slash was shaking his 
shoulder, his face contorted in emotions | could never describe. He kind of reminded me of Stallone at the end 
of ‘First Blood’, with all of his crying and screaming incoherently for Duff to get up, to move, to show any sign 
of life. 


| scratched my head in minor confusion. If Duff was shot, who shot him, and why wasn't there any blood? 


"Hey, Axl?" | whispered, tapping his shoulder. Axl nearly jumped a foot, then turned to face me with a slightly 


less rage-filled expression than usual. 


"If Duff was shot, why isn't he bleeding? Is it a vampire thing?" | asked, trying to not let Slash hear. Axl 
shrugged. 


"| guess so. Wouldn't make much sense for vampires to bite humans if they could just bite each other." | 
nodded. That made a reasonable amount of sense. | turned back to the scene before me and tried to swallow 
the lump forming at the back of my throat. Even if Duff had been a heartless killer for the last week (which | 
still wasn't convinced about) he was still one of my best friends, for pete's sake! He was a good person. He 
didn't fucking deserve to be gunned down in the middle of a dank and dingy alley. Hell, no one does, but it 
happens anyway. | grit my teeth together and watched Slash completely break down over his soul mate's 


corpse. 


"ARE YOU FUCKING HAPPY, YOU GOD-DAMNED SON OF A BITCH? YOU FUCKING KILLED HIM! YOU KILLED DUFF!" 
He screamed to the sky. | felt tears prick the corners of my eyes. Full-on water works were only one 
heartbroken scream away. "WHAT THE FUCK DID HE DO TO YOU?" Right; there it was. The tears spilled over, 


leaking down my cheeks. 


"Its not what he was doing to me, but what he was doing to himself and the people around him." A voice from 
behind us said. | knew that voice, | had heard it not too long ago. | turned around slowly, hesitant to see the 
face of Duff's killer. There, silhouetted against the backdrop of streetlights and the headlights of passing cars: 
Izzy Stradlin. Slash sniffed and looked up. 


"You?" He whimpered. Izzy nodded solemnly. 
"You... killed Duff?" Izzy nodded again 


"YOU SICK, TWISTED BASTARD! DAMN YOU, IZZY STRADLIN! DAMN YOU TO THE SEVEN CIRCLES OF FUCKING 
HELL!" Slash screamed, running towards Izzy with murder in his eyes. Izzy stayed perfectly still, seemingly 
unaware of Slash wanting to hurt him in at least 460 different ways. He slipped a hand into his pocket and 
pulled out a small gun. He tossed it in Slash's direction. 


"Use it. On me. Use it. You saw what | did. | deserve it" An order for murder cleared Slash's mind a little, 


because he stopped running and stared at the weapon in his hands. 


"Why, Izz? You don't even know if he killed those people. Why would you kill my Duff?" He whimpered. Izzy 
sighed and ran a hand through his spiky hair. 


"How much of our voyage did Axl tell you about?" 
"Just vampire facts, pretty much." Slash said, his voice hitching with choked-back sobs. 


"Well, then, I'll make it brief. We were knocked out by members of Stephanie's vampire coven, which is where 
Axl learned all those facts of his. After we left, Axl wanted to come back here and try to find and fix Duff. | 
stayed back. | sorta wandered around the forest where the coven was, and happened upon it again. Stephanie 
was really worried about us for some reason | guess she thought we were going to go do something stupid, 
like knock Duff out and leave him with a human and no supervision. She said she had been thinking about Duff, 
and what he could've had wrong with him. No matter what his situation was, she said that he was beyond help 
and had reached mature age. She gave me this gun, said it was called a ‘one-shot’, meaning that even if the 
bullet hits a spot that shouldn't be fatally wounding, with this gun, it is." Izzy explained. | raised an eyebrow at 


him. 


"That was brief? Izzy, I've heard you say less words in the span of a month." | joked, trying to lighten the 


mood as best | could, given the circumstances. | was rewarded with 3 death glares. Tough crowd. 

"But you don't know he killed those people. He could have been innocent." Slash protested Izzy shook his head. 
"Axl and | saw him drinking the blood of a young girl a week ago. Just now, even; while you were walking out of 
this very alley, Duff was stalking you like the hunter he has become. Had he gotten any closer, you would now 
be a bloodless corpse. Now | ask you again, are you going to shoot me?" Slash blinked and looked down at the 
gun in his hand. 


"Is this really what you want, 122?" He asked. 


"Yes. I've seen what time does to someone like me. | want no part of it. Shoot me." Izzy was talking so calmly, 


like he was discussing how much cream he likes in his coffee. 

"NO!" Axl screamed from beside me. | had almost forgotten that he was there. 

"Fuck, Jeff, | thought | was done stopping you from doing stupid things, but this takes the mentally handicapped 
cake." He snarled, stomping towards him. | snickered a little. Izzy's real name was Jeff? Slash looked at me with 
a face that said: ‘seriously not the time, Steve’. 


| can't let you do this, man" Axl said, shaking his head. 


"Why the fuck not? I'm sick of killing things. I'm sick of having to live in constant fear. Most of all, I'm sick of 


the blood lust. Give me one logical reason why not" He challenged. 
"BECAUSE | LOVE YOU, DAMMIT!" Axl screamed, grabbing Izzy's collar. 


"Fuck, Izzy. I've loved you since you kissed me on the hill. I've loved you every day since, and | love you now." 
All the while I'm watching the two have their cute little moment, | have two thoughts going through my head: 


‘man, | wish | had some popcorn right now’ and ‘is everyone gay except me?'. 


"If you've loved me for so long, why wait until now to tell me? You've known | loved you since then, so why 


wait?" Izzy asked, nibbling at his lower lip. Axl let go of Izzy's collar. 

"If you haven't noticed, | kind of suck at emotions. | was scared. | just couldn't tell you. | know | haven't shown 
you how much | love you in the last ten years, but if you give me the chance, I'll do anything | can to make 
the next ten years the best of your life." Izzy smiled, and it gave me the fuzzies. What can | say? l'm a 
sucker for sweet things. 

"What are you waiting for, lzz? Kiss him, already!" | yelled from my position on the sidelines. Izzy grinned at me 
and took my advice. With all the sweetness in the air, | almost forgot about Slash standing behind them, with 
the gun still in his hand. 


‘I'm happy for the two of you and all, but can | mention that the love of my life was just murdered, not even 


three minutes ago." He said, his voice steadier than | expected it would be for such a statement. Izzy gulped. 
"Slash, l'm so, so sorry, but-" Slash put up his hand to interrupt. 


"No need for apologies, Izzy. Its okay." Slash raised the gun. My eyes widened as | realized what he was about 


to do. 
"Slash, wait, NO!" 


BANG! 


Got No Need For The Light 
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Steven 

I5 Years Later 

| was always glad Axl had chosen this place. The green everywhere was a pleasant change from the bright 
lights and loud noise. Even though it seemed more peaceful than the city, | hesitated just as much before 
getting out of my car. Even after I5 years, it still wasn't any easier. What was it that Slash used to tell me? 
‘God, you're an idiot, Popcorn: Yeah, that was it. There was no reason for me to be nervous about going 


through a graveyard in the middle of the day. 


| picked up the two bundles of flowers from the passenger seat and climbed out. As | meandered through the 
unmowed grass, | silently cursed at myself for the choice of flower. Even though | had asked the florist what 
the [5th anniversary flower was, roses just didn't seem right. They symbolized love and life and.. what we had 
been once upon a time. But for five best friends torn apart by an ugly curse of death and blood, roses just 
weren't right. | hoped their ghosts wouldn't mind much. 


It always creeped me out at how far I'd have to walk through the gravestones to reach the patch of shade 
where | was headed. Axl had insisted on it, so that he could visit them any time of day. | didn't complain much; 


as long as they were sleeping somewhere beautiful. 
| went around to Izzy's corner of the shade first. He always knew how to listen 


"Hey, Izz. How's it been going? Sorry | didn't bring you anything this time, but, you know, today's kind of an 
important day." | said, biting my lip. It had never quite sunk in that Izzy was underneath me whenever | was 
talking to him here. He was just.. lurking in the shadows; a cigarette dangling from his slyly smirking mouth, his 
cutesy little hat pulled over his dark hair. He was listening, and nodding as | spoke. 


"Well.. um... I've gotten clean since the last time we talked. Took a few tries, but it's been almost a month, now." 


| said, proudly. Izzy's smile grew and he took his smoke out of his mouth. 


"Congrats, Popcorn" | heard from behind me. | nearly jumped a foot and whirled around. Axl was standing there, 
not a hair changed since the day | met him, wearing a giant floppy hat and a grin. "I always knew you could do 


it" After the initial shock of seeing Axl out in broad daylight wore off, | started grinning, too. 


"Thanks, man. How come you're out in the sun? | thought it made you sick" | asked. 


"Simple. If the sun doesn't touch me, then I'm cool. The hat may look fucking stupid, but | wanted the band to 
be all together again. You always come around noon, so | put up with the hat" Axl shrugged. | nodded knowingly, 
then turned back to the marble slab that marked Izzy Stradlin’s final resting place. 


"Hey, Ax? Did you notice that you changed since you were bitten?" | asked, without looking at him. 


| hope you're not talking about the fangs, because, yes, I've noticed the lethal weapons in my face over the 


last I5 years." He said. | could tell he was rolling his eyes behind my back 


"Not the fangs, | mean personality-wise. You used to be an asshole almost every waking minute. Since Stephanie 
bit you, you've still been cynical, but.. | mean, human Axl would never wear a hat that made him look stupid 
Human Axl wouldn't have risked his own well-being for his ex-bandmates. But vampire Axl is sweet and caring. 
It works for you." | explained, trying to not sound like l'd been thinking about it nearly constantly since Izzy died, 
which | had. Axl looked thoughtful for a minute. 


"Never really noticed" He said, looking down. An awkward silence filled the air. | gulped. Awkward silences were 


my worst fear, my kryptonite. 
"Do you want a minute alone with Izzy?" | asked. He shook his head quickly. 
"I'll come back when it's darker. I'm pretty much only here because you are." He said. | lifted an eyebrow. 


‘Suit yourself" | muttered, moving across the shade to the other grave stone. This one was identical marble to 
Izzy's. | crouched down in front of the marble stone and placed the pretty pathetic-looking bouquets on the 


ground. | read over the engraving, like | had hundreds of times before: 


‘Here lies Michael and Saul McKagan-Hudson Best friends and soulmates from the beginning to the end! It had 
been Axl's idea to join their last names. | sighed and felt tears prick at the corners of my eyes. 


"Dammit, Slash. The one thing | tell you not to do and you do it” | whispered, just like every other time | 
remembered how he had placed that gun against his curly hair and pulled the trigger. His brains had ended up 
on the alley wall, and his hand had landed right beside Duff's. It didn't matter anymore. The past was past and 
all that mattered was that the two of them are probably fucking up in heaven as we speak. They never could 
keep their hands off each other. 


| just sat there on my knees, rereading the little blurb about them when | heard sniffling from beside me. Axl 


was also staring at the stone, looking absolutely heartbroken 
| blame myself" He whispered. 


"Axl, you didn't bite Duff. What happened was inevitable. It's not your fault" | declared, 


"I wish | could believe you, Steve." He leaned on my shoulder and started quietly sobbing. | didn't move. In the 
five years since Izzy had ‘retired’, | had only seen Axl three times, and every time, his face was as placid as 


stone. It was as if he hadn't believed anything to be true until now. 


"They're here, you know, Axl" | whispered. "All three of them are here. The band truly is back together." Axl 


looked up at me with the smallest of smiles. 


"| know." 


